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The Man who hath no Music in himſelf, 
And is not mov d with Concord of ſwret Sounds, 


1: fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoili. 
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T0 THE 


Facetious Lord SkEGGs. 


My it pleaſe your Lor pz, 


BOOK without c dedication, and 
a dedication wi kewt te in 

it, looks as awkward as yiur Lord. 
without a broom/7ick in your hand. I bave 
therefore fixt U 7-0/1 r Lera/ 1p 10 Pas 
tronizethis muſical fring Parnaſius, 
as being the only man of Note thro gbout 
the three kingdoms, and ene ⁊cbiſe cha- 
rafer in the Court of Comus /*and the 


moſt reſbectablo. Your Le dip. I pre- 


ſume, will nit be aſtamed to cont. nulice 


this legitimate fh ing ; and tug lh, for- 
haps, you my ſometimes 1!ink be &, f ars 
rather flat, you will o, tenor pere: e bim 


as ſharp as a needlr. He can quaver as 


A 2 w.ll 
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well as any vocal performer now breath- 
ing, and has as many Crotchets in his 
nodale, os th: maſt ren:waed Choice 
Spirit abort toon (your Lordſhip ex- 
ceftea.) i, rhen your Lo djlip will 


kindly cendeſcend to take him under your 


protetiion, you ne depend upon Raving 
your pretſes ſins in all c. mpanies, 
by 


Yn mot di vc ted, 
Nest cbſeguicus, and 


Mat ebedient humble Servant, 


LY RICK CHAUNTER, 


AN 


__—_ wes JAY . «© 
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AN 


INTRODUCTORY 


E 
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F 


F all the fine Arts (excepting Poetry) 

none has exceeded Muſic, or ſhewn 

a great Genius in a more diſtinguiſhed way. 

Poetry has the advantage of delivering to its 
readers or hearers the fineſt precepts of mo- 

rality, nay religion itſelf, in the moſt inſinu- 
ating manner, fo, by pleaſing, it inſtructs; 
as ſome diſeaſes are cured by being tick d. 

This is the happy talent of Poerry, eith.r 
Edic or Dramatic: And certainly, of all 


other, a compleat Opera comes neareſt that 


perfect ſtate of Poetry ; b*cauſe you may 
there enjoy a finiſhed regular tible, accom- 
panied with the moſt exquiſite harmony, 


As to the antiquity of theſe ha'f-ſiſters, 1 
ſhall not here preſume to make any pa: all. 
By all accounts, ſacred and profane, both 
are very ancient; though moſt peo; le !tem 
inclined to give Mufic che preference ; ad 
for the following weighty teaſen. The toun- 


3 dation 
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dation of all our public entertainments, is 
undeniably owing to ſome part of the reli- 
gious worſhip of the firſt ages. The earlieſt 
accounts we have of any adoration paid to 
a Supreme Being, either in ſacred or profane 
hiſtory, inſtruct us, that the performance 
was muſical, either in hymns or ſongs, or 
by the ſounds of inſtruments z and as the 
notions of a Divinity were naturally im- 
Planted in the minds of men, ſo their ex- 
preſſions of that knowledge firſt employed 
their leiſure hours, and it is probable by 
Muſic. And | am apt to think, that the 
meaſures of that art firſt gave the hint and 
model for the numbers of Poetry. This we 
are certain of, that in all ages of the world, 
nothing has ſhewn a greater power over the 
paſſions in general thin Mufic. It com- 
mands the foul, and moulds the heart at 
will; it forces mankind to be gay or grave, 
amorous or religious, effeminate or brave, 
according to its beauty, juſtneſs, or variety: 
The maſter's {kill inſpiring us with f ati- 
ments artfully thrown into our minds, and 
all over our bodies, by thrilling notes and 
captivating ſounds, 


IT will be expected that I ſhould, at leaſt 
in a curſory manner, take ſome notice of 
the Muffe of the ancients, both vocal and 
inſtrumental; but I confeſs myſelf alto- 

gether 
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gether at a loſs to produce any thing upon 
that head, either in the way of ſtudy or 
converſation, that will prove ſatisfactory to 
the reader. I have canvaſſed many authors, 
in order to make ſome regular rem ks upon 
their compoſition, harmony, and difference 
of inſtrumeats, but found the aftair ſo in- 
tricate, and my guides fo blind, that, def- 
pairing of ſuccels, I quitted the ſeirch. The 
prodigious force of ſounds we often meet 
with in all their poets, exaggerated to the 
moſt miraculous degree, and ſtretched be- 
yond the bounds of probability : But we are 
ſenſible, that with them every thing was un- 
veloped in myſtcrious allegories. Thus moral 
inſtructions were conveyed to the people in 
the tab'es of Amphion's lute builii'g the 
walls of Thebes , Or pbeus's lyre taming the 


moſt ſavage beaits; nd Arion's har: charm- 


ing the monſters of the deep into a tender- 
nels unknown to mankind. Vet ſetting a- 
file all fiction, though inſt: uct ve, this we 
may take for granted, thot the trembling 


ftrings, touched by David's artful hand, 


calmed into gentleneſs the raving tyranny of 
froward Saul; and the conqueror of the 
world was ſubdued by T:iimnobers's notes, the 
ſkilful maſter raifir.g and lower ing his pirits, 
or whirling him from aſſion to ,2aſſion, juſt 
as he pleaſe i to exert his ert. Yet not- 
withſtanding wh t ha bee tint of tex » 
cellence of the ancieuis in MI... nu- 
8 | it 


E 


eſt prejudice muſt allow, that, in ſeveral re- 


weſpects, they were a parcel of dull Souls, com- 
pared to this modern brilliant generation, 


Never was the paſſion for Mufic raiſed 
to ſo high a pitch of extravagance than in 
this ſing-ſong age. Every prentice boy, who 
can heardly read his own name, ſets up for a 
Choice Spirit; and thinks himſelf a profi- 
cient upon the German Flute, though he 
can hardly tell the difference between a flat 
and a ſharp; every pretty little miſs, from 
ten to twenty, is thrumming her Guittar ; 
and every old woman is ready to leap out 
of her ſkin at the ſound of a fiddle. Love 
in a Village has gained the love of the town 
and the Mi has brought more Griſt to 
the managers of Covent-Garden theatre than 
the ** Stale, dull, and unprofitable” ſcenes of 
Hamlet and Lear. In ſhart, this fondneſs 
for Mufic is become ſo Haniverſal, that he 
who is not raviſhed with the harmonious 
warblings of a Brent and Wright, or tickled 
with the harmonious ſtrains of Beard and 
Shuter, is looked upon in every polite aſ- 
ſembly as an inſenſible and unfeeling wretch 
and, according to the words of our Motto, 


1s fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils. 
* Maid of the Mill, 
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WN. 
A BUCKS SONG. 


The words by Mr. INGLEDEw, 


INGS, Emperors, and Turks boaſt how 
K mighty they are, 
Whilſt Becxs, though but ſubjects, are haps 
pier far; | 
More happy, as gay and as wiſe: 
If women, good humour, mirth, honour, and wine, 
Can change man from mortal and make lam divine; 


From theſe all our pleaſures ariſe, 
Wilt 


* 


| 
| 
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hilt dull drowſy creatures pals years after years, 
To joys L.ke ours, heighten'd, quite ſtrangers their 
Cares ; 
Their cares, their lives daily deſtroy : 
We Bucks, as by nature innate, blythe and gay ; 
Kiſs, drink, laugh, and ſing, care and trouble away ; 
And life's a compleat tcene of joy. 
Let thoſe who are guided by miſty eld rules, 
Who dare us pronounce either monſters or tools, 
Of cenſure themſelves hence beware ; 
For Br cs of true ſpirit, mirth, hono::r, and ſenſe, 
Can have for enjoyment as well as defence 
The ſweeteſt companions, the fair. 


Appeal to the ſex, either count: y or town, 

Witch thoſe we fic up with, or thole we lay down; 
For them, Bucks, by choice, ere the men: 

By pleaſure peculiar we heighten their joy; 

Them fly to defend, when we court, kits, and toy; 
Act the ſcene o'er again and again. 


Then charge, my choice ſpirits, your bumpers fill high, ' 
In chorus your voices ſend up thro? the ky ; 
And let th' immortals to know, 
Tho' men are but mortal by nature on earth, 
We Bucxs grow divine thro' our virtue and mirth, 
And excel all mankind here below. 


S TRI e 58. N N SR IR 
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ACHILLES . PATROCLUS; 
Or the Force of Friendjhip. 


A CANTATA. 


REcCciTATIVE. 


HEN ftern Achilles left the Grecian band, 
And orders gave to ſeek his native land; 


Juſt 


«to 


ft 
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Juſt as the naval fleet prepar'd to go, 

Patro:lus ſtiove Achilles' grief to know. 

Whence comes that ſigh, — u hy heaves thy manly 
breaſt, 

What fiead invidious robs my friend of reſt ? 

Divine Achilles, let Patroclus know, 

For triends ſhout always mare in private woe: 

Enough, Achilles, ſaid—molt noble youth, 

From thee alas! who can conceal the truth. 


Atx. 


Know then, my friend, ingrateful, Greece 
This day demands Brile:s fair, 
And I, alas! no more ithall ceafe 
To be immers'd in enilet> care. 
Nur maik, ye Gods, mould il-Stor carnage ſpread, 
Unmov'd Achiiles will ſmile o'er the dead, 


-REECITATILIVE. 


Patroclus heard, while tears halt drown his eyes; 
And could you fee your country bleed, he crics ? 
Could you relentloſs to the prayer of all, 


See Hector triumph in the Gr cians fall? 


Benold ! they fly '0 parly is Jifgrace ; 
Lend me your armour, Ill the danger face: 
Hector himſelf will be alarm'd with fea s, 
When in the front thy blazing greſt appears, 
Achilles like, I'll fee my couitt y freed, 

Or brave! y in the glorious combar bleed. 


AIX. 


Omnipotent Jove, 
And ye powers above, 
From danyers great Achilles ſhield, 
While | undiſmay'd, 
In his armour-array'd, 


Seck peril and death in the field. 


— 
* 


Adieu 
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od! 


Adieu then, my friend, 
I'll ſtrive to defend 
Thoſe princes Achilles did ſhield : 
Oh! may I, like you, 
Great Hector ſubdue, 
Or breathleſs be ſtretch'd in the field. 


RECITATIVE, 


A'ternate griefs Achilles' boſom rend, 

He ſcarce can fay farewell, adieu, my friend. 

Patroclus clad in godlike armour bright, 

Fach Trojan trembles at the boding ſight. 

The fight began; but oh! the Fates decreed 

Patroclus for ungrateful Greece ſhould bleed; 

He fell: yet c' er an herald could diſcloſe 

What cauſe Achilles had for inward woes, 

The godlike warrior the ſad tidings gueſs'd, 8 
And thus the anguiſh of his ſoul expreſs'd. 


AIX. 


My friend, I conceive, by the aſpect you wear, 
Your meſſage my peace may deſtroy ; 
But Achilles is proof againſt forrow and care, 
And never again will know joy. 
If Patroclus is dead, oh! ye powers divine, 
The band that depriv'd him of breath, 
Ler it feel, in return, the vengeance of mine, 
And death be aton'd for in death, a 


Ali Rn. 
Once more in the field cruel Hector ſhall find 


Achilles his valour will try; 

Achilles will rove him, no ſkulking behind 
Shall enable the traitor to fly. 

Then grant, potent Jove, ſince Patroc lus is ſlain, 
This arm may the wretch's blood ſpill; 

When revenge is compleat, on yon hoſtile plain, 
Do with me, great Joye, what you will. 
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*SONG III. 


A HunTixc SOS 8. 


ARK away! hark away! hark away! 
H We'll chace the fleet hare by the daun; 
We're up, my brave lads, before day, 

Our {;-ort will be over e er morn, 


Pale echo who ſilent has been, 
No longer in ſlumbers ſhall lie; 
But awak'd by our dogs on tlie green, 
From hills to the vallies reply. 


The hare is put up, my brave ſouls ; 
Lo! yonder ſhe bruſhes the glade ; 
See Pompey how fleetly he bowls, 
Poor puls is moſt ſadly afraid. 


She turns and ſhe doubles in vain, 

And, hoic! the now loſes breath; 
Huzza, the is flat on the plain, 

We'll revel, my boys, o'er her death. 


An dankknankanesansas sen 
* SONG IV. 


The Juvia PHILOSOPHER, 


E content in your ſtation, my friend, 
The maxim is probatum eſt; 
Life's ſhort from beginning to end, 
Thea let us rals thro” it with zeſt. 


The monarch ſurrounded by fame, 
Can taſte no more pleaſure than you 
His paſſions and feelings the ſame, 


| Deſires and wiſhes as few. 
Ver, I. B The 
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The cobler who hugs his brown lafs, 
Feels emetions of love full as ſtrong 
As thoſe of a much higher clals, 
And glorics he won her by ſong. 


For the loſs of a nail tinkers rage, 

As much as for realms a great king ; 
With clamours our cars both engage, 

And much the ſame peal they both ring. 


On my word, my good friend, we're a crowd 
Variegated among great and ſmall ; 

We take it by rurns to be proud, 
And likewiſe by turns riſe and fall. 


Like actors, who ſtrut for an hour 

In all the grand flav'ry of ſtate; 
Next day abdicated from power, 

With pages o'er porter they'll prate, 


Then from an enlivening bow], 
While your reaſon holds good never flinch ; 
For life's but a ſpan, my brave foal, 


Then faith we'll enjoy every inch. 


* J. * * by V's 2. 72 2 as * A. 2 Vs *'s 2 S's * bf * 
. 6 0 . re OST - 4 * 1 
NN N EC I I e Iv 


The T: 7 7 ij; 2 7 of the Sexes, 


\ ITA T various ex; reſiions our language 
allows 

To a lover, a bridegroom, and veteran ſpouſc; 

How dit rent their thought, and how diff*rent their 
Carriage, 

In courtthip, at wedding, and after their marriage. 


The lover whines out in a languiſhing air, 
My beauty, my angel, my charmer, my fair ; 
Her 


I; oo v4 
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Tr checks are like roſes, her lips are like ruby; 
He makes her a goddets, the makes him a booby. 


The bri.i-yroom now thipks he more freedom can 
take, 
Aud calls her his deary, his duck, and his drake : 
He ſweurs time it!. if * [ we e unnd cool ; 


He thinks her an angel, he tungs him a tool, 


The huſband in ſhore time can clearur perc: eive, 

Lor WHAT po ople foo, they are a} tt believe ; 

He think: her  c: op nd of mien F ard evil, 
! 


He calls her whore, and the calls lum a deeil. 
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I Circles of the fai a1 | brave, 
Who to Black- 115 tir. ; tir; 
Who naite, ani duk. and bulinels leave, 
To breath untiintel air; 
Lo! here's a Walk, which when vou View 
You'll ve the lun and Montague, 


* 


The lark, in notes of carly morn, 
The thruth and linnet lweet, 
The nightingale, with breaſt on thorn, 
In warbling concert meet; 
And oe this walk their ſtrains renew, 
To; praile the jun and Montague. 


Let Coutiers beth St. Jamcs's raye, 
The drawing-rooin an 6 ball; 
L- t belles and bc aux AThp . 5 110 15 3842, 
Or gaily trip the Mall ; 
Courr, P ays, 1d Vi. all. farewel oO YOu, 
I'll tothe (un and Montague. 


1 SONG 
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WEET Sally to ſuffer ordains me, 
To languiſh, to ſigh, and deſpair; 
By her looks, 1 perceive ſhe diſdains me; 
So cruel ſhe is, tho' fo fair. 
What fate is as wretched as mine is, 
If Sally my love does neglect ? 
And tho' in my eyes ſhe divine is, 
Vet to gain her I ne'er can expect. 


If from Sally a ſmile I diſcover, 
It ſoftens my preſent diſtreſs ; 
Tho' I fear ſhe is loving another, 
Yer {till I'm in hopes of ſucceſs : 
Bur when I refle& at my leiſure, 
I perceive my endeavours are vain ; 
For how can ] gain that bleſt treaſure, 
The gods for themſelves do ordain, 


Was to me then my Sally but given, 
Oh ! what would my pleaſure deſtroy ? 
For nothing on earth, nor in heaven, 
Could equal that moment of joy, 
For ſince I have known the dear creature, 
This reaſon I have for my fears; 2: 
Sweet Sally's a goddeſs in feature, : 
Tho' the but a woman appears. 


EER N BN SA SSS 
it . * SONG VIII. 


HIN K not man from art is free, 
| | Any more than woman kind ; 
| For they ftatter when they ſee; 
1 hey our female weakneſs blind. 


If 
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Tf we are eaſy to believe, 

Men are ſubject to deceive ; 

Then, Ve fair, declare ; who can 
Love that faithleis creature, man? 


Men by ſtratagems moſt ſtrange, 

Fo us women lay a foare ; 
Firſt they ruin, then they change, 

Carelets for the injur'd fait: 
From thence our future woes begin, 

From a ſmall, to greater ſin. 4 

. » 

Then, ye fair, &c. 


Shun then, lovely charmers, ſhun ; 
Shun the ſatal Killing dart; 
If you feel it you're undone, 
For it rankles in the heart; 
It's venom'd point to wound is ſure, 
Beyond all human art to cure. 
Then, ye fair, &. 


Wonder not then, perjur'd man, 
If for gold we tell our charms ; 
You our ruin firſt began, 
And enrtic'd us to your arms; 
Since then your faith we cannot truſt, 
lame not us if Wore unjuſt. 
Then, ye für, &c. 
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i ER I I'd I could frolic and play. 

, And knee the {weer chat of repoſe z 
To ſolicitu le no I'm a prey, 

My oaly companion ae ves. 
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If rep kindly cloſes my eyes, 
Lancy railes the image of care; 
I arr, overgome by ſurprize, 
Ani wake to my former deſpair. 


Tl. waking or ſleeping, my mind 
Is ta ed keen lorrow to feel; 

T he::, Venus. b! gaddeſs be kind, 
And wu ach me my anguith to heal. 


S D A AS 
ON X. 


An HYMENEAL CAN TATA. 


RECITATIVYE. 


ENCE care and ſorrow, hence all jarring ſtrife, 
Let mirth abound, now Jenny is a wife; 
Ler diſcord, enmity, and envy ceaſe, 
And noughr be ſeen but love, content, and peace. 
And may hence forward each conſenting pair, 
Such ſatisfaction in their nuptials thare, 


AIX. 
May the joyous and gay 
Who are preſent eacli day, 
Be ſtrangers to ſorrow ful thinking; 
May every one be | 


Good humour'd and free, 
While prudence diretts us in drinking. 


Let your bucks then declare, 
Who, to ſubdue the fair, 
New ſchemes are continually trying ; 
How ſoon they are cloy'd 
When the object's enjoy'd, 
And condemn the weak fair for complying. 


Then 


fe, 
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Then ſwains learn to love, 
If you'd happineſs prove, 
Not the blooming young maiden for beauty ; 
But the girl, who, with care, 
Has avoided the ſnare, 
Nor yields till commanded by duty, 


Then let's fill up each glaſs, 
May each ſwain find his laſs 

Like Jenny, conſenting and tender; 
May the fair learn to ſtay, | 
Till the prieſt ſays obey, 

And ſtern virtue applauds the ſurrender. 


7 
REC1TATIVE. 


The lovely fair, as near her lord advanc'd, 
A ſinile upon him raviſhingly glanc'd, 
Conflicting paſſions glow within her breaſt, 
Till potent love thete ſentiments exprels'd. 


A1R. 


Was ever a maiden ſo happy as me, 
Who daily with pleaſure can view 
The man whom I hoſe, a toe to deceit, 
So worthy, ſo artleſs, ſo true; 
Oh, may then each fair, who to marriage conſents,. 
Be ble(y'd with a huſband like mine; 
For when with the hand we the heart interchange, 
Love then is a paſſion divine. 


— — 


Let all thoſe who think to be happy in life, 
This maxim for ever retain; 

Though vice for a time may our reaſon beguile, 
The offspring of folly is pain. 

But ah! how reverſe is the ſtate of the fair, 
Whoſe heart is in bondage at eaſe ; 

For love is refn'd in the marriage embrace, 
And virtue is certain to pleaſe. 


SONG 
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SONG XI. 
The FALRY. 


Suns by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall, 


"Ml N days of yore, when on the plain 
"mt Queen Mab,” with all her fairy train 
| : In ſpartive gambols took delight, 
By Cynihia's borrow'd filver light; 
| It cer our grand dames did amiſs, 
The punilhment, ye fair ! was this; 


j Was lady Mary ever known 

10 To toy with Ce ladon alone; 

1 Did avarice her boſom fill, 

bl With pailions {trong tor dear Quadrille : 
It Or did her heart for dancing beat, 

1 Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


mt If once too ſmall her rutF ſhe wore, 
N bi Her petticoats too thort before; 
. Or it, to catch the gazer's light, 


She us'd the arts of red and white ; 
The little ſpitefil pigmy crew 
Were ſure to pincit her black and blue. 


But far more happy days we ſix, 

The Britith dames of ſixty- ſix 

Are not afraid of rigid elves ; 

They know no guardian bur themſelves, 


— — 


— — — 
, ms 
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The tell- tale race at length ſubdu'd, 

Hear me, nor think the leflon rude. 
| 1 Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
i} | And ev'ry one is pleaſure-mad, 


This merhod I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt; 

Who ne'cr for trifles thould make war, 
But when you change to go $99 tar, 


SONG 
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The INVITATION. 


Ne. the wintry rains are o'er, 
Rattling blaſt, and ſtormy roar ; 
Now the tun reſumes his ray, 

Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Spring renews her beauteous birth, 
Riſing from the teeming earth ; 
Birds falute the op'ning day, 

Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Turtles coving, trill the note, 
Softly through the warbling throat; 
Pair'd they fit on ev'ry ſpray, 

Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Flora's bounty decks the fields, 
Every beauty Flora yields ; 
While each flo'wret ſeems to ſay, 
Riſe, my fair, and come away, 


Op'ning pleaſure now invites, 
Sheds around it's new delights ; 
All the village now is gay, 
Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Shepherds wait us on the plain, 
Ev'ry nymph has join'd her ſwain ; 
Nature too is doubly gay, 

Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Will, my love, a chaplet wear, 
Braided roſes for her hair ; 
While we thro” the thicker ſtray, 


Riſe, my fair, and come away, 
Thro” 
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Thro' the thicker, thro' the grove, 
Feats of pleaſure, feats of love; 
Minutes fly by this delay, 

Rite, my tair, and come away. 


Chuſe what paſtime ſuits thee beſt, 
Leave this dull, inactive reſt; 

By the brook no lo ger ſtay, 

Riſe, my fair, and come away. 


*SON G Alll, 
: TO HAPPYT LOVER: 


An A1R. 


Hroughout the nation, Sir, find me a lit, 
That's ioying, engaging, and pretty, 
She freely into my affection thall pals, 
As fure as there's fools in the city. 


And if ſhe proves kind, Sir, why, I ſhal! prove true, 


And juſtly elteem her my trealure ; 
But ſhould the be ſcornful, what then hail I do? 
Why, faich, I'll diſmiſs her with plealure. 


odds 
58 ON G XIV. 


The LovzR's DERCLARATION. 


ET Mliſers ſeek riches, let ſtateſmen ſeek places, 
And ſordidly courtiers hunt penſions ; 
At their heart's feeling anguiſh, with ſmiles on their 
faces, | 
Encawpals' around by diſſenſions. 
Purſuits, 
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Purſiũts ſuch as theſe can no pleaſures beſtow, 
But are often attended with ſhame; 

With deſires more noble and generous I glow, 
The hope of a mutual flame. 


Then Venus, bright goddaſs, be firmly my friend, 
And Cupid attend to my pen; 
A ſharp pointed arrow into her breaſt ſend, 

And wound her as ihe's wounded me. 


$$5$$$$$+$75+$$$4$+3$+ 
*#S ON G. XV. 


The Novsr. and the Rar. 


De the Tune of the od Woman of Grimſtone. 


V E N a certain great houſe 


Was alarm'd by a moule, 
They ſaid that they'd quickly expel him; 
But one Mr, WX, 
A wilc one for certain, 
Declar'd it was wiſeſt to kill him. 


Then arm'd cap-a- pee, 
With a piſtol went he, 

gad 'twas a ſcene of high mirth; 
To ſhoor the poor mouſe, 
And expel him the houſe, 

He refolv'd to erpel him the earth. 


This method they ſay, 
Is a thort and ſure way, 
If a houſe thould be troubled with mice; 
So without any flurry, 
Shoot em all ina hurry, 
And then they're expell'd in a trice. 


Shoull 
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Should this houſe contain 
Such vermin again, 
*T were eaſy enough to outroot 'em ; 
Were there twenty and more, 
Ay, twice twenty ſcore, 
Send for brave Mr, . to ſhoot em. 


Then talk ye no more, 
Of your markſmen of yore, 
Of a more ſkilful markſman I tell ye ; 
uire u by name, 
Had a much betrer aim, 
For he thot a poor mouſe in the belly. 


But why was this houſe 
So alarm'd at a mouſe, 
Pray, tell me the reaſon of that ; 
Methinks at this time, 
For the ſake of a rhime, 
They might eaſily ſmell out a rat. 


This rat, as they ſay, 
Has by night and by day, 
Been gnawing the heart of the nation ; 
Then why ſhould they all 
Strive a mouſe to enthral, 
When a rat cauſes all their vexation. 


Let 'em ſend for a cat, 
To deftroy this old rar, 
And ſoon put an end :o their trouble; 
For reaſon will tell ir, 
Unleſs they expel it, 
That the fear of a mouſe is a bubble, 


* 


* 4 A * 
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NN NN NANA 
SONG XVI. 


An Aldriſs to the Bu cxs. 


OME, mirth, callon muſ call, muſic, on ſong; 
Come, frolick, come fancy bring genius along; 
Come Momus, came Comus,come Bucks, hark away, 
Here's to Nimrod our founder, a bruſher, hurra. 


Sing Tantarara, hurra. 


Heroic Semiramis, Babylon's Queen, 

Great Nimrod's tegalia, and records had ſeen; 

She the Order rencw'd, came herfelf as a gueſt, 

And always froai thence wore a Buck at her breaſt. 
ving Tantarara, &c, 


She call d a Divan, her ſpouſe Ninus dethron'd ; 
'CauſenoBuck he woul.lbe,fornomonarch wasown'd 
'Toher ladies this ſpeech made, let Buck alone win ye 
And each foul be nick-nam'd, from Ninus, a Ninny, 
Sing Tantarara, &c, 


Tis by women each Buck at true honour arrives; 

The firſt race of Burks were made Bucks by their wives; 

When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd 
to roam, 


Tack wife a true Buck dubb'd her hero at home. 


Sing TLantarara, &c. 


This Order, like light. quickly ſpread o'er the earth; 
Its harbinger friend, andet dom went forth: 
Great Nimrod appear d, in du lodge, took his poſt ; 
Love and wit his tupporters, and honour his hoſt. 
Sing Tantarara, &c. 


Vo L. 1 » C 1 1M 
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From the Archives of Ægypt, our charter he brought, 
Thar gee ſprings from inuuſtry, to his Bucks 
taught; 
Inſtructions through life for our ſake did adviſe, 
And that golden rule form'd, to be merry and wiſe. , 
Sing, to be merry, &c, 7 


He ſtamp'd the Bucks charter, he form'd the firſt 
Grand; 
Unanimity gave, as the word of command: 
To each ranger, each forreſter, this did premiſe, 
Since Bucks you're become, boys, be merry and wiſe, 
Sing, be merry, &c. 


From Bacchus our name is, tho' ſome ſay from Jove; 

For he was the firſt like a Buck who made love : 

To a bull, for the ſake of Europa he turns, 

And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 
horns. Sing be merry, &c, 


Cadmus, Theſeus, Hercules, Jaſon, and others, 
Set ſa?l in their Argo, like brave bucks and brothers: 


The ladies of Colchis elected each ſtranger, 


As Jaſon was choſe by Medea her ranger, 
| Sing, be merry, &c. 


Some ſay that Acteon, becauſe he wore horns, 
Muſt needs be a Buck, but that tale each Buck ſcorns; 
Had he been one of us, in Diana's ſurpriſe , 
Ile'd not ſtood like a fool, but been merry 
and wiſe. 


Sing, be merry, &c. 


To conclude, let us riſe, Bucks, and hand in hand join, 

And a Buck's unanimity ſhew by this ſign : 

We bow to our Grand, and acknowledge his fway, 

And pronounce in full chorus, Nem, Con. we cbey. 
Sing Tantarara, &c. 


SONG 
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SONG XVII. 
The. BISNIOP of HEREFORD. A: ſung 63 Weir: 


BEARD, SHUTER, S.. 


OME they will talk of bold Robin Iod, - 
And ſonc ot barons bold; 

But I' tell you how he erv'd the biſhop of Hereford, 
Wen he robb'd him of his gold. 

As it bctell in merry Barnſdale, 
And under the green wood tree, 

The bilhop of tlereford was to come by, 
Wirh all his company. 

Come kill me a ven'ſon, faid bold Robin Hood, 
Come kill me a good fat deer, 

The bithop of Heretord is to dine with me to-day, 
And he thall pay well for his cheer, 

We'll kill a fat ven'ſon, ſaid bold Robin Hood, 
And drels it by the high- way fide, 

And we will watch the biſhop narrowly, 
Leſt ſome other way he ſhould ride. 

Robin Hood drefs'd himſelf in thepherd's attire, 
With fix of his men alſo, 

And when the biſhop of Hereford came by, 
They abour the fire did go. 

O what is the matter, then ſaid the biſhop, 
Or for whom do you make this a do: 

Or why do you kill the king's ven ſon, 
When your company is fo few ? 

We are thepherds, ſaid bold Robin Hood, 
And we keep ſheep all che year, 

And we are diſpoſed to be merry this day, 
And to kill of the king's fat deer. 

You are brave fellows, Paid the biſhop, 
And the king of you doings ſhall know, 

Therefore make haſte, and come along with me, 
For before the king you thall go, 

O pardon, O pardon, ſaid bold Robin 11ood, 
O pardon, Tu pray ; 


C 2 For 
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For it becomes not your Lordſhip's coat 
To take ſo many lives away. 
No pardon, no pardon, ſaid the biſhop, 
No pardon I thee owe; ; 
Therefore make haſte, and come along with me, 
For before the king you ſhall go. 
Then Robin ſer his back againſt a tree, 
And his foot againſt a thorn, 
And from underneath his ſhepherd's coat, 
He pull'd our a bugle horn. 
He pur the little end to his mouth, 
And a loud blaſt he did blow, 
Till chreſcore and ten of bold Robin's men 
Came running all in a row ; 
All making obeyance to bold Robin Hood, 
"I was a comely fight to ſee. 
What is the matter, maſter, faid Little John, 
That you blow fo haſtily ? 
O here is the biſhop of Hereford, 
And no pardon we ſhall have, 
Cut off his head, maſter, ſaid Little John, 
And throw him into the grave, 
O pardon, O pardon, faid the biſhop, 
O pardon, I thee pray: 
For it I had known it had been you, 
I'd have gone ſome other way. 
No pardon, no pardon, faid Robin Hood, 
No pardon I thee owe ; | 
Therefore make haſte, and come along with"me, 
For to merry Earnſdale you ſhall go. 
Then Robin he took the biſhop by the hand, 
And he led him to merry Barnſdale, 
He made him to ſtay and ſup with him that nighe, 
And to drink wine, beer, and ale, 
Call in a reckoning, ſaid the biſhop, 
For methinks it grows wond'rous high 
Lend me your purte, maſter, ſays Little John, 
And P11 tell you by and by. 
Then Little John took the bithop's cloak, 
And ſpread it upon the ground, 2 


MacazZziNe. 


And out of the biſhop's portmauteau 
He told three hundred pound. : 
a Here's money enough, maſter, ſaid Little John, 
And a comely ſight tis to fee ; 
It makes me in charity with the biſhop, 
Tho” he heartily loveth not me. 
Robin Hood took the biſhop by the hand, 
And he cauſed the mulick to play ; 
He made the biſhop to dance in his boots, 
And glad he could fo get away. 


NEN NN INES ASTEEEEEY 
*SONG XVIII. 
TEMPLE GALLANTRY; 


Or the Attorney's Cler#'s Deſcription of his Miſtreſs. 


T7 beauties I wilh to engroſs, Sir, 
In rhyme I will fairly tranſcribe ; 
You'll find, when her charms I diſcloſe, Sir, 
A judge or a baron they'd bribe. 


Her ſcin as crown paper is white, Sir, 
And ſmooth as a clarify'd quill ; 

To copy her charms I delight, Sir, 
And think twenty theets I could fill. 


Her waiſt is as ſtreight as a ruler, 
i And black as my ink is her hair; 
Zut, faith, if ſhe grows any cooler, 
I ſhall very ſhortly deſpair. 


Her eyes like my filver ſtand ſhine, 3-,' 
Her lips, like the Dutch wax, are :<d ;. 
She's ſurely of lineage divine, Sir, 
And mult be a goddeſs in bed. 


C 3 Like 


nd 
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Like a pleader ſte charms when Ihe <alks, Sir, 
And Hooks like a judge in her chuir ; 

As grard as a counlellor walks, Sir, 
And is worth a thouſand, I twear. 


Her teeth, like my Ivory knife, Sir, 
Are beautiful, gloily, and white; 
Ah! may the but once be my wife, Sir, 
Fil love uer all day and all night. 


* * NN NN A N NN NN MN NA 
*SONG XIX. 


e Rural CO QUE T. 
A Young and beauteous ſhepherdcls, 
KG 


Was courted by a ſwain, 
nofe love deſerv'd a kind return, 
But met with cold diſdain. 

In various forn:s he woo'd the fair, 
He ly'd, he ſigh'd, he ſwore ; 
Addreſs'd her like a deity, | 

Though human form {he wore. 
The nymph remain'd inflexible, 
And baflkd all his kill; 
His love repuls'd, he till atrack'd, 

But could not gain his will. 


Til by experience wiſer grown, 
Ae plays a different part; 

Affected mirth and gaiety, 
And well conceab'd love's ſmart. 

Her lighting, {lighted ; ſcorning, ſcorn d; 
Diſdaining, he dijdaind ; 

Her pride ſubdu'd, and o'er her heart 
An ealy conqueſt gain'd. 

The nymph grew kind, the ſwain grew kind, 
The nymph grew kinder {till ; 

Love forc'd her to ſurrender, 


The Shepherd had his will, 


*SONG 


. 
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SONG XX. 


Sung by Miſi Wa tant, at Va! chall. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet pliin, 
I And Summer appragching rejuiceth t!:e ſwain 
The lellow-hair'd ladic would oftentimes g 
To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 
grow, 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love ev'ning and morn : 
He fang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a bound. 
Thar Sylvans and Fairies unſcen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho? young Maia be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air ; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing; 
Her breach like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was in conſtant, and neverſpoke truth: 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That Mamma's fine daughter, with all her greatdow'r. 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r. 

Then finging, he wiſted, would parents agree, 

The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


REN . & REESE 2. 2 . 8 . . . N . us 
SONG XXI. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone Gardens. 


E dull thinking ſouls, who by troubles are preſt, 
That are ſtrangers a-like both to joy and to reſt, 

Adhere to my maxims, I'll teach you the way 
To be ever contented, good-humour'd, and gay * 
Nor 
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No remedy's ſurer to drive away pain 
Thaa a bumper of clarer, or ſparkling champaign. 


Ye ers who live by the ſmiles of the fair, 

W homa frowufrom your miſtreſs can drive todeſpair, 
Shoul | ſhe chance to be peeviſh, ill-natur'd and ſhy, 
Way leave her alone and ne'er flatter nor ſigh ; 
Deſpiie all her art-, and forget her diſdain 

Ia a bumper of claret, or ſparkling champaign. 


When the huſband proves jealous, or dull, or unkind, 
Let his f, oule give him this, and ſhe'll ſpeedily find 
His mind "rwill enliven, his care "twill remove, 
And wake in his boſom the tranſports of love. 

Ar a change % inviting what wit? could refrain 
From bleſſing thevirtues of ſparkling champaign ? 


In fast, for all ills which mankind can endure, 
This, tuis, 15 the ſureſt, the pleaſanteſt cure: 
Theu ict us agree, fince this life's but a ſpan, 
I' enj. - ie dear bleſſing as much as we can: 
For mie. while P've breath, I will never refrain 


From ung the virtues of ſparkling champaign. 


From ſinging the virtues, &c. 


SPSS III SESPIINEDSD 


SONG XXII. 


Sang 3; Miſs BEN, Miſi PorTIER, and Mr, 
BEARKD, i Comus. Set by Dr, Arne. 


I VE and love, enjoy the fair ; 
Banith lorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had its thare of play ; \ 
Bur yourin's ſport begins to day. 
From the fruits of ſweet delight 


Let 
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Let no ſcare-crow virtue frig ; 

p | Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we { 
Rove, like birds, from rree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and frec. 


Ir, 

„ LEEGEDFTBDDERS DELL ES DEDEDSE 
A 'SONG XXII. 

d, Surg by Mr. MaTtTocrs, in Comus. 

nd 


ONE, come, bid adieu to fear; 
Love and harmony live here ; 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing {landers, word, wars, 
In my preſence will ap;.car : 
Love and harmony reiga here. 


\ Ai 


Sighs to am'rous ſighs returving, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning; 
| Boſoms with warm wilhes ranting ; 
25 Words to ſpeak thole wilhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear : \ 


Love and harmony reign here. 
DDDDDS SSSPESSPDSDEOSSD 
SONG XXIV. 


Set by Mr. HowarD. 


T ſetting day and riſing morn, 
2 With foul that ſtill thall love thee, 
| II a 


ſ of heav'n thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee : 
III viſit oft the birken vuſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 


Let To 
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To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green- u ood, thaw, or fountain; 

Or where the ſunimer's day I'd thare 
With you upon yon mountain : 

There will I cell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeig d and tender, 
By voxs you're mine, mv love is your's, 

My heart, which cannot wander. 


$$$$82:25 DSÞ6 
SONG XXV. 


On the MARRIAGE ACT. 


5 H E fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs hide: 

The flave that is pcor mutt ſtarve all his life, 

In a batchelor's bed, withonr miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their heads 


In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds ; 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
Ev'n took one another, for better, for worſe. 

Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
I er love be thy jointure, ne'er mind an eſtite: 
You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charmss 
And I hall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 
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SUNG XXVI. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD. 
Wks. merit and reaſon gave ſanction to love, 


How can ye, ye fair ones, my paſſion reprove? 
For none but the prude the ſoft paſſion diſdains, 
Aad ſhe boaſts of a virtue which yer ſhe bur feigns. 


Genteel 
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Genteel is my Damon, engging his air ; 

And his face, like the mor, is both ruddy and fair; 
No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen; 

But open's his temper, and noble's his mien. 


With prudence illumin'd his actions appear; 

His paſſions are calm, and his judgment is clear; 
Soft love fits enthron'd in the beams of his eyes ; 
He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wile. 


He's youngandgood-humour'd; he's gen'rousandgay; 
And his voice can, like muſic, drive forrow away ; 
An amiable ſofrneſs (till : wells on his ſpeech ; 

He's willing to learn, tho' ue's able to teach. 


He has promis d to love me as long as I live, 
And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive : 
Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly you can ; 
For merit and fondneſs ARtinguiſh the man. 


CCC 
SONG XXVII.. 


Sung by Mr, VERNON, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


HEN Fanny to woman is proving a- pace, 

The ioſe- bud beginning to blow on her ace; 
For Mamma's. wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jor, 
Her heart pant for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 

Than among the gay youths, a tyrant ſhe reigns ; 
And ſindi gas ty ſu ch power bas got, 

Het acarr pants or {oczething, but cannot tell what. 


Thy a'! day is. zplendour the Aaunrs it about, 

Ac court, puiw and lar, hot ridorto. and rout ; 
Tho! flatter'd, and en yd, yer pine at her lot, 
Her heart pany tor ſocactiing, but cannat te! what. 


A touch 
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A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 

From him the likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Nut knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomerhing, but cannot tell what. 


Y > fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may; 
Each look, word, and adtion, your withes betray ; 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, 
Tho'they pante'erto much, you'll ſoon know for what. 


SONG XXVIII. 


Sung by N. ſi PoitTiER, in Comus. 


OR on beds of fading flow'rs, 
N Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide : 
On awful virtue's hill ſublime 
Enthron'd firs the immortal fair; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care : 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for trantient pain. T 


S. SO 
SONG XXIX, 1 


Sung in Comus. 


AME's an echo, prattling double, 

An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble; 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can ſink ir, | ” 
| The wiſe not worth their keeping think it : | 
j Why then, why ſuch toil and pain CO; 
1 Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain ? 
| Like her ſiſter, Fortune, blind, T 
| To the beſt the's oft unkind, 
| And the worſt her favour find. T. 


SONG 
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SONG XXX. 


BACCHUSs FEAST, 


ACCHUS when merry beſtriding his run, 
Proclaim'd a new neighbourly fealt : 
Ihe firſt that appear'd was a man of the gown, 
A jolly parochial prieſt ; 
He fill'd up his bowl, drank healths to the church, 
Preferring it to the king, 
Altho' he iong fince left both in the lurch, 
Yer he canted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative blade, whom we call 
A doctor of the civil law, 

Who guſsled and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the drawers could draw : 

But healths to all nobles he ſtifly deny d, 
Tho' luſtily he could ſwill, 

Becauſe ſtiil the faſter the quality dy'd, 
It brought the more grilt to his mill. 


The next was a phyſician ta ladies and lords, 
Who eales all ſicknets and pain, 

And conjures diſtempers away with hard words; 
Which he knows is the hea.i of bis gain: 

He ſtep'd from his coach, fi V4 his cup to the br'-n, 
And quaiting did freely agre:, 

That Bacchus, who gave vs luch cordlal to drink, 
Was a better phyſician than he. 


The next was a juſtice who nover read law, 
With twenty informers behind. 
On fr e--oit he tippbd, and ſtill id 'em draw, 
' Lili his worthip hat drunk himfelf blind; 
Then recling away they an, :ambied in queſt 
Of drunkards and juts of rhe 16 vn, 
That they might been tri aten the reſt, 
Except they wou'd vo; wat crown. 


Vor. I. D The 
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The fifth was a tricking attorney at law, 
By tally-men chiefly e 

Who lengthen'd his bill with co-hy- and maw- draw; 
And a hundred ſuch items beſide ; 

The healths that he drank was to Weſtminſter-Hall, 
And to all the grave dons of the gown, 

Rependum & Petro, dorendum & Paul, 
Such Latin as never was known, 


The laſt that appear'd was a ſoldier in red, 
With his hair doubled under his har, 
Who was by his trace a fine gentleman made, 
Tho' as bungry and poor as a rat : 
He ſwore by his G—9, tho' he liv'd by his king, 
Or the help of ſume impudent punk, 
That he would not depart till he had made the butt 
And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk. (ling, 


SILLS ODDS 9 


*SONG XXXI. 


OLD winter with an icy face, 
1 hou bids us once farewell, 

And man like March to take his place, 

One month with us to dwell. 
His brother to ſweet April ſhowers, þ 

And uſhers to ſweet May, | 
And in his hat he wears a leek, 

Upon Saint David's day. 


Then Julius Cæſar with his force, 
Bid firſt invade this land, 

= Then Welchmen bold, with foot and horſe, 
1 Did his proud force withſtand. 

i A tribute he from them did ſeek, 

1 Which they refus'd to pay, 

1 That makes the Welchmen wear their leeks, 
j Upon Saint Dayid's day. 
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Then after them the Saxons came, 
Whom FEtlex to obtain, 
And with an army well prepar'd, 
This kingdom for to gain. 
Both towns and cities went to rack, 
While Saxons bore the ſway; 
At length the Welſhmen drove them back, 
Upon Saint David's day. 


And after them the Danes came in, 
Thar proud uſurping foe, 

At Wincheſter they did begin 
This land to overflow. 

Till captain Lloyd, that Welchman bold, 
Did ſee their lives decay, 

And conquer'd all the Daniſh crew, 
Upon Saint David's day. 


When Crookback Richard wore the crown 
As a regent of this land, 
No policy could pull him down, 
or his proud force withſtand ; 


Till Henry Richmond enter'd Wales, 


Whom Welchmen did obey, 
And conquer'd him in Boſworth field, 
Upon Saint David's day. 


In Jacobus let Spaniards boaſt, 
Saint Dennis was for France, 

Saint Patrick for the weſtern coaſt ; 
Now Welchmen bold advance. 

So let Saint George ſtill wield the ſword, 
And David bear the ſway ; 

Welchmen wear leeks with one accord 
Upon Saint David's day. 


The Welchen they were always true, 
And with a full conſent, 

They gave their king and prince 
Their due, and lov'd their preſident, 


D 2 | So 
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So jovial bleſſing be upon theſe lads, 
That gain the boldeſt ſway, 

The Lord may bleſs their merry hearts 
Thar keep Saint David's day, 
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Seng by Mr. Dirozx, in The Maid of the Mill. 
A they count me ſuch a Hinny, 


$7 ro let them rule the roaſt, 
l bett any one a guinea, | > 
That they've ſumm'd without their hoſt, 
But if I don't play em. in lieu ef it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me pats 
For a fool and an als. 


— „— — — 
- 


To te ſure, the fly cajoler 
Thought his work as good as done, 
When he found the little ſtroler 
Was ſo eaſy to be won. 
Bur if I don't play them, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs. 


$000000008260000060020 
SON & XXXIII. 


Carg by M BEARD, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty cangive; 
Ine bowl's frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the captures of love. 


Without 
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Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain; 

Pow'r and grandeur infip'd, and riches a pain : 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave; 

Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what ye 
gave. 


ONE . K. K. K. . 27 K ONO 2. . . 
SON G XXXIV. 


Sung by Miſs BRENT, in The Maid of the Mill, 


Of; leave me in pity ; the falſchood I ſcorn ; 
For ſlander, the boſom untainted deſies; 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, 
Tho' offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate! 
Paſs ever fo cautious, fo blameleſs her way, 
Ill-nature and envy lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


$555545554 455 b 
SONG XXXV. 


Sung by Mr, Lows, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. 


HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 
Roſe to ſalute the ſpring; 
The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 
And birds began to ſing, 
When Damon tript it ver the plain, 
Dear Cloe's heart to win ; | 
Bur at the window tapt in vain, | 
She would not let him in. 


D3 Beſide | 
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Be ſide the manſions where the great 
From glorious feats retir'd, 

The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd: 

Love whiſper'd then in Damon's ear, 
Ani bad his ſong begin 

And thus he ſang, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes the'd let him in. 


So ſweet his ſong, the maiden roſe, 
In rural plain attire ; 

And like the genial ſeaſon glows 
With thrilling, ſoft deſire: 

Bur, angry like, by love controul'd, 
Cry'd Shepherd, why this din ? 
Why wake me thus ? I've often told 

I n&'er would ler you in. 


The fair one in his arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er ; 

And who, with honour in his breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more? 

To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of ſin; 

And now ſhe hails the happy time 

When firſt ſhe let him in. 


£02. CANXNKNKEATENKLANALES 
SONG. XXXVI. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus. 


OW Phcoabus ſinketh in the Weſt, 


Welcome ſong, end welcome jeſt ; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 


Tipſy dance, and jollity ; 
Braid 
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Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping roles, dropping wine ; 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict Age, and {our Severity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 
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SONG XXXVII. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Miil of the Mill. 


O DDS my life ! ſearch England over, 
An you match her in her ſtation, 
I'll be bound to fly the nation: 


And be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating : 

Here's the work 'twas always at, 
Pirty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


When ſhe makes the mv 4c rinkle, 
What on earth can {wcerer be? 

When her little eyes do twinkle, 
'Tis a feaſt ro hear and fce, 


agenda 


SONG XXXVIII. 
Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


B * dimpled brook and fountain brim, 


he wood-nvmphs, deck d with daiſies trim, 


Their merry, merry wakes and paſtimes keep; 
2 That has night to do with ſleep? 


Night 
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Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus now wakes and wakens love: 
Come, let us our rites begin. 

'Tis only day-light that makes ſin. 


NAS 


SONG XXXIX. 


Sung by Mr. Gilso x, at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Yates. 


E virgins, attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan; 
Neer let it be ſaid, 
There goes ar: old maid, 
But get married as faſt as jou can. 


As ſoon as vou find 
Your hearts arc inclin'd 
To beat qu:ck at the ſight of a man; 
Then chooſe out a youth 
Of honour and truth, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 
Then, maids, make your hay 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get married as 100n as you can, 


The treacherous rake 
- Will artfully take 
v'ry method poor girls to trapan; 
But baffle their ſnare, Abt 
Make virtue your care, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 
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And when Hymen's bands 
Have jon'd both your hands, 
The biight flame till continue to fan 
Ne er harbour the ſtings 
Thar jealouly brings; 
Bur be conſtant, and bleſt while you can. 


00950086 FGSESLKESS SSSI NSN 
SONG XI. 
DUETTO, Surg in Comus, Set by Dr. Arne. 


F OM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow tweet variety; 
Ry turns we drink, and dance, and ling, 
Iime for cver on the wing, 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 

No dull ſtinting hour we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone, 


SONG XII. 


Sang by Miſ; PoiTiER, in the Maid of the Mill. 


O* what a ſimpleton was I, 

To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 

No tears, alack! 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure : 
I could bite 
My tongue thro” ſpite 


Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure. 
SONG 
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SONG XLII. 


Sung by Miſ; PoiriEx, in The Maid of the Mill, 
1 A M young, and Jam friendleſs, 


And poor, alas! withal; 
Sure my forrows will be endle(3, 
In vain for help I call. 
Have tome piry in your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, 
Though the gift be ne'er fo ſmall. 


May you, 2 every bleſſing, 
Still inherit, Sir, all vou merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want; 
Sweet Heaven, your worthip all happineſs grant. 


SAS ASE OASCOSIISSS 


* SONG XLIII. 


On the Lovely Miſs BROWN. 


E A R, madam, excuſe 
So artleſs a mule, 


That endeavours your beauties to paints 
The fault is not mine, 


For tho' your divine, 
My power to praiſe yon is faint. 


If the goddeſs of love, 

E'er ſtept from above, | 
To viſit the groves upon earth; 

I think it quite plain, 

You was one of her train, 


Or, at leaſt, it was there you had birth. 
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Let thoſe of more ſkill, 
Paint beauties that kill, 
And arm their bright eyes with a frown 
But I, for my part, 
Such beauties deſert, 
To ling the good-natur'd Miſs Brown. 
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SONG XLIV. 


Sung by Mr. BrARD, in Comus. 


Y the gaily-circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 

By the hollow caſk are told 
How the waning night grows old, 
How the waining night grows old : 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play : 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of Care, twas made for you, 


Sons of Care, twas made for you, 
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E dear pretty ladies, 
Who now in your gay days, 
So merrily take your diverſion ; 
Sure there is no ſporting, 
Compared to courting, 
And having a little flirtation. 


What tho' now you call 
An aſſembly or bal! 
A pleaſant and ſweet recreation, 


The SoN Gs TE R's 


How ſoon would you treat it 
As dull and inſipid, 
Had you not a little flirtation ? 


In church or in ſtreet, 
Oi wherever you meet, * 
The object of your inclination, 

Oh! is it not pleaſure, 

Beyond any meaſure, 


To have a dear little flirtation? 


That you're fond of a little flirration. 


There's you, and there's you, | 
And there's you, madam, too, 1 
And there's you in your flv ſituation; 
Tho” you all look fo ſhy, 

Yer you cannot deny, 


0. & ed Mm ( 
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The MODEST QUESTION. © 


AN love be controuPd by advice ? 
Can madneſ> and reaſon agree? 
=# who'd ever be wiſe, 

f madneſs is loving of thee ? 


—_— 


* 


Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 5. 
The jovs they want ſpirits to taſte ; _— 
Let me ſcize old time as he flies, p 


And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy ; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too lage/may repent being coy : 
Then, Ne for what ſhould we ſtay, 
TillÞye beſt blood begins to run cald? 
Our youth we can have bur to day ; 
We may always find time to grow old. 


SONG 
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* SONG XLII. 
RHODAMANTADO. 


The Tune of the MARQuits of Gn ANnBve. 
O all che cant words the age now affords, 


Their meaning, their found, or intention; 
When all aid and done, I'll hett two tone. 
They'll never beat what I now mention. 
Theſe pleate but a few of the ratcally grew. 
The Beaux monde you'll nover poiiwad ; 
Thc barber, or {haver, or what £315 you have, Sir, 
Can pleaſe like dear Phodamantade. 


The ſwagg'ring blade, with long ſword and cockade, 
Wuo bullies and ſtruts like a Hector. 

You may think what you will, "ts evident ſtill, 

That Rhodamantade's his director: 

For if it ſhould hap, that he meets a ſtout fop, 
Who minds not his puff and parado ; 

His carriage you'll ſmoak, he'll cry 'tis a joke, 
And only mcant Kdt , 


The ladies ſo pretty, ſo charming, and witty, 
Who ogle, who trip, and coquet it; 
When you preſs for the blils, cry fie, "tis amiſs, 
And vain your endeavour to get it: i 
Vet this is all ſham, mere baflle and flam, 
And only the tricks of their trado; [| 
For, if you ſtand tour, their virtue 'I give out, | 
And prove only Rhodamantado. 


The men of the law, who” a brief well can draw, 
And tell you the cauſe is quite good, Sr; 
When you pur in your plca, you muſt tip him the fee, 
Or you'll find you have miguadertt"cd, Sir 
"Tis money's the tenſe, and the ful evidence, 
And rhe law without chis is delay'do ; 
Vol. I. | E You 
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You may rave, ſtamp, and ſtare, or bully and ſwear, 
T*'wilt prove but mere Rhbadamantaao. | 


Yon prig there in black, hark ! he tips you the clack, 
With ſcripture his lermon is cramm'd, Sir; 

Tho? his ſplenetic rage makes him rail at the age, 
And feats you are totally d —, Sir: 

Yet, tis only the trade of this pragmatic blade, 
To himſelf he is not quiet fo hardo, 

For he'll drink, ling, and kils, and cry what harm's in 
Which proves he means Rhodamanta.ts. (chis 


Then let each jolly ſoul, puſh round the bowl, 
And give up his mind to delight, Sir; 

Wich hearts full of glee, let us ſtill merry be, 
And chearfully ” day and night, Sir ; 
And leſt now my ſong you begin to think long, 

And cry 'tis the dulleſt ciemadeo ; 
Without much ado, I'll agree, Sirs, with you, 
That my ſinging is Rhadamantads. 
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SONG XLVIII. 


The LASS ff PATIE's Marr. 


HE Laſs of Patie's Mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 

In ſpite of all my (kill, 

Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 

Bare-headed on the green, 
Love 'midlt her looks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 

To age it wou'd give youth, 
To preſs em with lus hand. 


Thro' 
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Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaly of blils, 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand, 
Wra pt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 

Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 

When e'er the ſpike or (mild. 
Her looks they were ſo mil, 

Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 

I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hoproun's high mountains fit, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pl-alure at my will; 
I'd promile and fulfill, 
That none but bony ſhe, 
The laſs of Patie's mill 
Should thare the ſame wi' me. 
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SONG XLIX. 


FT your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſc : 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief; 
Joy from diinking will arife. 
Why thould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Or a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire ; 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my delire. 
'E 2 Wha 
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What the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content ; 
Drink, and ſet your minds at reſt, 
* Quiet of mind is always beſt, 


I Buſy brains, we know, alas! 
k With imaginations run 
| | Like fand in the hcur-glals, 
4% Turn'd and tert, and ſtill runs on. 
; Never knowing hen to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way; 
Drink and fer your hearts at reſt 
Peace of mind is aiwa) s beſt. ; „ 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, | 
Makes the heart alert and free 

| Let it rain, or ſnow, or thine, 

p | Still the ſame thing 'ris with me. 

There's no fence againſt our fate, , 

| Changes daily on us wait; 

Drink and fer your hearts at reaſt, 

Ot a bad bargain make the beſt. 
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* 

« 
N world, my dear Mira, is full of debeit, 

And friendlhip a jewel we ſeldom can = ; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching all Found, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found ? - 
Of friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweet' ner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 3 
Withodht thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r ? 
Bur empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


Howfthuch to be priz'd and eſteem's is, a friend, 
On @hom we may always with ſafety depend ; 
Qur joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 


And griefs, when divided, are hulh'd into peace. 
When 


—_ - 
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When Fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appcar 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere ? 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſ+, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 
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F o'er the cruel tyrant Love, 
1 A conqueſt I believ'd, 
Ihe flart'ring errors ceſe to prove, - 
O! let me be deceiv'd. 
f Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 


What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate : 


| Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart; 

7 Which, ah! I feel, too much inclin'd 

Ts take the traitor's part. 


* 


8 
SONG LIL 

1 underneath a may- blown buſh, * 
, Where Violets bloom and ſweet primroſes 
Co Wirh voice melodious as a thruſh, | 
d, Young Johny ſung, collecting poſies: 
Thoſe to the breaſt muſt be convey' d,, 
fe, | Of her that ſways my warmeſt fancy ; 


The tender, . bluſhing, blooming maid, 
My ſauling, mild, good-natur'd Nancy. 


I know that ſome her youth will jeac 
Aud call me witleſs = and Zani ; \ j 
3 4b 
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But I, from conſtant heart, declare, | 

I ne'er will wed, except my Nanny: 
I envy them nor pomp, cr drels, 

Nor conqueſt gain'd oe'r hearts of many; 
The ſtudy of my life's to b!-fs, 

And pleaſe my dear, n.y grateful Nanny. | 


x How much unlike my fair to thoſe, ' 
U Whoſe wamon charms are tree to any; 

1 I'd give the world could I diſcloſe, 

1 Afiftieth part the worth of Nanny. 


# Let bucks and bloods in burat champaign, 
| Toaft Lucy, Charlotte, Poll, and Lanny; 
At notions ſo abſurd and vain, 

I imile, and claſp my blameleſs Nanny. 


_—_—_——_  —- — — — — 
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AN the weak taper's feeble ray-, 
E; Or lamp tranſmits the ſun's bright blaze 
O no! then fay how thall ], 
In wo ds, be able to expreſs, 
My Juve ir burns to ſuch excels, 
I almott dic for Sally. 


* 


When late T wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nym h tonymph, I ſtrove in vain, 
My wild deſires to rally : 
But now they're of themſelves come home 3 t 
And, ſtrange, no longer ſeek to roam, x f 
They centre all in Sally. 


Ani cries, I court but to deftroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally ; 

By thoſe dear lips, rhoſe eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all deaths, all torments bear, 

Rather than injure Sally. 


Vet ſhe, unkind one, dumps my joy, | 
[ 
| 


Come 
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Come then, O come, thou ſweeter fair, 
Than jeflamines and 1ofes are, 
Or lilies of the valley ; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms. my dear, 
And make me blets'd in Sally. 
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SONG LIV. 


The PILL C RIM, 


N penance for paſt folly, 
A pilgrim bly che and jolly, 
A fool to melancholy, | 
Ser our ſtrange lands to ſea; 
Wirth cock!» ſhells on hat-brim, 
With ſtaff, tcrip, beaus, and that trim, 
As might bec me a pilgrim, 
Begging for charity. 


Wich feet unſhol he traces, 

O'er hilh, o'er wilds and chaces, 

And find:ry diſmal places, | 
In hopes fome roof to ſee: 

But when he look'd and ſaw no 

Kl of hut, or houle to go too, 

Wa: &er poor pilgrim plagu'd to, 

Begging for charity. 


At length, almoſt dejeQed, 

Kind heav'n when leaſt expcted, 

A damſel's ſteps directed, 
Whence come you, Sir, ſays ſhe: 

On many weary ſteps ['weert 

All on theſe poor bare feet, 

Oh could I be your help-mate, 
Lodging for charity. 


* 


ONcSTEPR'S 


With. chearful voice, and accent, 
Says ſhe I fear your halt-ſpent, 
But what I fay is well meant, 
Come lodge this night with me: 
Thar favour ma'am's exceſſive, 
Don't ſpeak on't, Sir, whilſt you live, 
If ought I have or can give, 
1 give it for charity. 


My tene ment 1s brittle, 
My room L fear too little, 
It ſuits me to a tittle, 
And in at once went he: 
Through many a town and city, 
I have been to beg for pity, 
But ne er found room ſo pretty, — 


Or fo much charity. 


Nine days he liv'd in clover, 

So well he play'd the lover. 

She thought the time ſoon over, 
And are you going ſays ſhe: 

Bur, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 

Recurn this way, I would do, 

As much as woman could do, 


And all for charity. 


en 
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WEDLOCK. 
O all the various ſtates of life, 


Sure wedlock is the beſt, 
For in a fairhful loving wife, 
A man is ſurely bleſ. 


3 
* 


Of all the joys this world can give, 
Al kinds of earthly bliG, 
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There's none can equal, as I live, 
The matrimonial kits. 


How ſweetly glides the time away, 
When fitting by his wife, 

The happy ſpouſe with joy can ſay, 
Come kits me, my dear life. 


When worldly cares perplex and gall, 


And threaten rude alarms, 
The married man forgets them all, 
When in his wife's dear arms. 


Not Hybla's fam'd poetic grove, 
Wich all it's fabled tweets, 
Can equal thoſe of weddcd love, 

Berwixt the lawful ſheets. 


How joyous is the happy dad, 
How ſwells his heart with glee, 

When little Poll, or Sall, or Ned, 
He dandles on his knee. 


And now, to pay me for my ſong, 
Pray all your wiſhes join, 

That &er the time be very long, 
Some ſweet girl may be mine. 


Sing the laſt werſe twice over. 


SONG LVI. 
Set by Mr. Dux cou. 


W HAT tho” the ſun withdraws his ray, 
And clouds be-dark the [ky ; 

Yer ſoon ſhall winter paſs away, 
And ſpring ſalute the eye. 
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The clouds diſſolv'd, by chearful ſun, 
Soft ple. ſu es will cacroach, 

That ſun obicur'd, the clouds return, 
As winter does approach. 


But ah! when wint'ry age draws on, 
A dreary ſcene's in ſtore, 

Life's ſun, that warm'd the heart is gone, 
And ſpring returns no more. 


C +> 
SONG LVII. 
PHILLIS 
Sung by Miſs Davis at Vaux-hall. 
Ye Phillis one morning a maying wouldgo 


Whenſaunt':ingamong the tweet mead toandtro 
In vain did the cowllips her fair hand invite, 
Nor daſies nor daffodils gave her delight; 
Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did move, 
Each bird on the ſpray could have told her twas love. 


At length ſhe grew weary, and ſate by a brook, 

Where Strephon the ſhepherd was baiting his hook, 

Unnoric'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain, 

His heart was inflam'd, to allay her ſoft palin: 

The ſwain had led many a liſs to the grove, 

And he, wicked rogue, tagt chat Paillis would 
love. 


Howe'er as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her breaſt : 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 
Which Strephon perceived, and began to adore : 

He knelt at her foot with a Garland he wove, 


And Plullis conſented to make him her love. 
SONG 
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SONG LVIII. 


Sung by Miſs Tuo As at Finche's Grotto Gardens. 


LEAD me to ſome ſafe retreat, 
Which noiſe nor tumult knows; 
Give me a ſoft a moſſy ſear, 
Near ſome ſweet rill that. flows. 


Whoſe purling ſtreams ſalute the ear, 
Whoſe cooling thades invite ; 

Whoſe meads their gayeſt liveries wear, 
And warbling birds delight. 


Where various flowers diſplay their leaves, 
And breath the ſpicy gale ; 

Whole friendly aid new vigour gives, 
When ſcorching heats atlail, 


4 


Where Philomela thro” the grove, 
Thrills her ſurpaſſing lovely frrain 
Oh how I wiſh that ſcene of love, 
To hear her, hear her, notes again 


SONG LIX, 


— 
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A HUNTING SONG, 


Sung by Mr. ANDREWS at Sadlers-wells. 


| RECITATIV. 


HE whiſtling plow man hails the bluſhng dawn, 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


Away, 
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Away, to the copſe, to the cople lead the away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the h:zunds ; 

Fil warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews us ſome play, 
See, yonder he ſkulks through the grounds, 

Thenſpur your briſk courſ:rs, tmoke em, my bloods, 
"Tis a delicate fcent-lying morn ; 

What concert is equal ty thoſe of the woods 
Bet wixt echo, the hounds, and the horn. 


Each carth ſees he, trys at in vain, 
The cover no fafer can find ; 
So he breaks it and ſcowers amain, 4 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. | 
Wer rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 15 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn; | 
Stout Reynard we'll tollow untill that he die, | 
Cheer up, the good dogs, with the horn. | 


And now he ſtarce creeps through the dale, 
All parch'd, from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longet prevail, ; 
Nor his life, can his cunning prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack' twas in vain that ( 
he fled, | 
See his bruth falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 


And ſhout to the found of the horn. ; 

r s N 
SONG IX. 

ADVICE to the LADIES. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON at Vauxhall. 


E nymphs and ye ſhepherds, that join in tit 
throng, 
Pray tarry a while, and attend to my ſong ; 
The ſtory, tho? ſimple, is true that ] tell, 
I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


I wen 


z The 


well 
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I went t' other day to a wake on the green, 

And met with a laſs fair as beauty's ga queen, 

I aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel ſaid no, 

And ſtruggled and trown'd, and cry'd, pray let me go. 


I renderly cry. d Phillis don't be a prude, 

But ftill the 1erurn'd Pll cry out it you're rude; 
The more that I preſs'd her the more ſhe cry'd no, 
And ſtruggl'd and trown'd and faid pray let nie go. 


found no eatrearies wou d make her comply, 
When ever I touch'd her twas fye Colin tye ; 
So I ſent for a parſon and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs hei for life. 


Ye virgins that hear learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely vou part with a kils ; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 

For that's the beſt way to make ſure of a man. 


ED0SIDSSSSESSSSSSIIDS 
SONG IXII. 


Dawn the Burn DAVIE, 


HEN trees did bud and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her Eye, 
Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did moye 

To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn Davie, Love, 

And I thall follow thce. 


Now Davie did each lid ſurpaſs 
Thar dwelt on this bucnlids, 


You, I. F 
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And Mary vas the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride: 

Her checks were roſie, red and white, 
Her Ecen were bonny blue, | 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, ( 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


4 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid ; 
His cheek to hers he aft did lay, ; 
And with her boſom play'd, f 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 1 
In yonder vile they lean'd them down; „ 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 


And naething ture unmeet ; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a wa'k {ac fweet ; 

And that they aften ſnou'd return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew, 

Qioth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay thall follow you. bs 


REEIEICTESED TI H-8-8-8-8-8-2-1 
SONG LXIII. x 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, | 


| The Bab aboon Traquair, F 


E A R me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 
I' tell how Peggy grieves me, | 
Tho thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas ſhe ne er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 


At 


At 
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At the bony buſh aboon Traquair, 
Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe (mild, and made me glad, 
No maid ſe-m'd ever kinder, 
thought mytelf the lnckiett Lad, 
So ſweetiy there to find her. 
Itry'd to both my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender, 
If more there pals'd, I'm* not to Llane, 
I meant not to offond her. 


Vet now the ſcurnful flies the plain, 
The fields we tuen frequented, 

If eber wc meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ner acquainted. 

The bony buſh bloom'a fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay reme:nber ; 

Bur now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades, as in December. 


Ye rural powers, who heat my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve mer 

Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then ler her ſmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn delpair, 
My paſſion no more ten ier; 

Il leave the buſh aboon Traqua::, 
To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


NN ν NN N x e 
SONG. LXIV. 


The QUESTION. 


Surg by Miſs Miles, at Mary bone. 


AY jeer, ye not ſiſters, by love unbetray'd 
But picy a fond, yer an innocent maid, 
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J ſtray'd, but with Johnny to yonder hedge- row, 
And which of you all, =And which of you all pray, 
wou'd not have done ſo. | | 


If with him, he ſaid, to the coppice F'd ſtray, 
He'd gather me violets, and bloom of the may; 
Then kils'd me fo ſweetly, I cou'd not but go, 
And which of you all, pray, had anſwer'd him no, 


At the foot of a wide ſwelling oak we reclin'd, 

J lean'd on his breaſt while he whiſper'd his mind, 
His offer was marriage, I cou'd n't lay, no, 

Pray which of ye all ist that wou'd have done ſo. 


As the Ivy around this ſtout oak doth entwine, 

So ſweeting, faid he, thou mult do when thou art 
mine, 

Then claſp'd me cloſe to him I begg'd I might go, 

But he preſs'd me ſtill clofer and cry'd my dear no. 


Alas gentle Johnny, ſweer Johnny I ſaid, 
Remember your promiſe nor hurt a poor maid, 
Conſider my viriue and pray let me go, 

But he kifs'd me ſtill warmer and cry'd my dear no. 


lever thought him as mild as the dove, 

How weak is the heart that gives ſanction to love, 
Yet he {wears that to-morrow to church he will go, 
He ſhall ge'er get me out again till he does ſo. 


o οον¾ννοοοπνοπνπαπNlV—0§i. 
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COLIN and PHILLIS, a Paforal Dialogue. 
Sung by Mr, Beard and Miſs Hallam, on the Marriage 
of the Prince and Princeſs of BRUNSWICK. 

Colin. 
ARK! hark! o'er the plains what glad tu- 


mults we hear! 


How gay all the ny mphs and the ſhepherds W * 
i 
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Wich myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And every bulh bears a garland of flow'rs. 

I can't, for my life, what ic means underſtand ; 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand ; 

Nor harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take place; 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 


Phillis. 


The truth, honeſt lad ?—why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 

Where gallant young Thyrſi-, fo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord ; 

That Daphne, whole beauty, good-nature, and eaſe, 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all judgments can pleaſe 
That Corin—but praite muſt the matter give o'er ; 
You know what he is—and I need fay no more, 


Colin. 


Young Thyris too claims all that honour can lend, 

His country men's glory, their champion and friend. 
Tho! ſuch (hght memorials ſcarce ſpeaks his deſerts ; 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 


Phillis, 
But hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng ' 
Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along: 


The joyous occaſion all nature infpires 
Wich tender affections and chearful deſires. 


Daetto. 


Ye pow'rs. that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
All-gracious look downon the bridegroom and b de 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour may Mine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praile, 
Unceaſing attend tnem thro' numerous days; 
And, while in a palace fate ſiges their lot, 
Oh ! may they live ealy as thoſe in a cot! 
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SONG I. XVI. 


The BANQUET, A Drinking Serg 


O ME hither, ye jolly, and jocund, and gar, 
I Bacchu 's Banquet repair ; 
Leave all rirty- exlo's and roaſts of the day, 
A'l4 car.s and dupes to the fair. 


To ooler enjoy nents J hitner invite, 

All uch s to pleature incline, 
H-re* Bacchus the god of al! focial delight, 
, Holv'> torth in a bumper of wine. 


A banquet o'erflawing with freedom and mirth, 
Abou ling with frienſhip and love; 

A banquet that gives ev'ry pleaſure a virth, 
And make us divine as great Jove,  / 
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SONG HNA. 
The G:xt's RESOLUTION. 


Sung by Miſs Brown, at SADLER's-W ELLS, 


HEN thirſty, 'tis hard to be hinder'd from 
drink, | 

Pa o1d enough fare for a husband I think; 

But ſome can ue pleaſure whilſt others have none, 

My mother had two, and muſt not have one. 


To have my own way is the beauty of life, 
Which never can be uatil once Pm a wife, 


For now I am ſcolded, check'd, rated and ſchool'd, 


A girl if ſhe will, may for ever be faol'd. 


What fort of a man ſhall ] fix on for life, 
An old and a rich one beſt ſuits a young wife; 5 
or 
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For though at ſome ſeaſons hi humours may teaſe, 
His ſhiners will purchaſe whatever I pleaſe. 


Drums, vilirs, aſemblies, gay parties and routs, 
M tim: ſhal! employ in define: and flouts, 
Since life's a mere bubble, a vapour, a ſpan, 
II ſpend it as merry, as gay as I can. 


TSF TIF Tok Ioho$o FaT SJe he $I TOES dns 
SONG LXVIII. 


The GOBLETf WINE. 
Y Temples with cluſters of grapes I'll en- 


rwine, 
Anu. yuarter all j y for a goblet of wine; 
In i-arch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 
Bur top and for ger ner at Bacchus's tun. 


Y-r why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 

"Tis a toliy with ſpirits ike mine to deſpair ; 

And what uighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If noe fill'd to the health of a favourite lals 7 


Tis woman, whole charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
Ani lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
The miſer himfelf, fo ſupreme is his ſway, 
Grows convert to love, and reſign her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 
Aud poverty liſtens weli pteas'd. from her thed z 


While age in an extacy hobb'ling along, 


Bears time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on his board; 
III fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, : 
*Tis the thirit of a lover and pledge me who dare. 


SONG 
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DIDSDSPSPSDEDDDODODPOD 
SONG LXIX. 
THROW the WOOD LADDIE. 


Sung by Miſs Wargnr, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Ar. Michael Arne. 


Sawney,why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn? 
O Thy preſence coul'd cate me, 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the ban of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clcar, 
While lav'rocks ate ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Vet nane of chem pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood Laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 

I'm faſh'd wr their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sawny, nae longer away, 
Bur quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, xy 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, 
Whea throw 1 wood, Laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
play. | 
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THROW the WOOD LASSIE, 
Or SAWNY'S Rervan, 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


H] Nelly, na longer thy ſawny now mourn, 
O Let muſic and pleaſure abound without 
meaſure, | 
On hillocks and mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laſſie, ſing Sawny's return. 


Since I have been abfent from thee my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, have I known day or night, 
The murmuring ſtreams and the hills echo tell, 
How _ the wood, Laſſie, I breath'd my fad 


But now to all ſorrow I bid a full diev, 
And wo joy, like the doye, I'm return'd to my 
ove, 
The maxim of loving in truth let's purſue, 
Then throw the wood, Laſſie, we'll bonily go. 


Come lads, and come laſſes, be blythſome and gay. 
Let T merry be, and your pipes full 
ec, 


The Highlands ſhall ring with the joys of the day, 


While throw the wood, happy, we dance, ſing, 


and play. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXI. 


D „ SIGHS. 


Sung by Mr. Wercnstri, at Vauxhall. 
B* my ſighs vou may diſcover, 


What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 


Eyes can ſpcak and tell the lover, 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, 
Thoughts your breaſt may dilapprove z 
But 'tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love. 


SONG LXXI. 
HOBBINOL. 


Sung by Mr. KzEN, at SaDDLER's WELLS, 


HEN Hobbinolintreared Doll, 
Wirhin the grove to enter; 

She hung her head, and bluſhing ſaid, 
She was afraid to venture : 

For there poor Fan, put faith in man, 
And forely does repent her ; 

Which makes her fear, no good is near, 
And therefore will not yenture, 


His fond requeſt, he eagar preſt, 
And ſwore no harm he meant her, 

By honour ſway'd, be not afraid, 
But kindly with me venture; 


#{ vv 
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On wedlock bent, was all he meant, 
Would that he ſaid content her, 
To prove me true, yon ſteeple view, 

Say, will my Dolly venture. 


Donbts ſtill poſſeſt, the damſel's breaſt, 

| Sill virtue, council lent her, 

Haſte, haſte he cry'd, be made a bride, 
And after you may venture ; 

b Doll gave conſent, to church they went, 
A wife back hymen lent her, 

} No more a maid, ſhe's not afraid, 

4 Wich him along to venture. 


E EFHELEEDY 
SONG LXXIII. 


Where ſhall CEL IA fly for Shelter. 


Sung by Miſs Davies at Vauxhall. 
i W HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 


In what grove or cave; 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her 
From the young, the gay, the brave: 
| Tho? with prudith airs the ſtarch her, 
Sill ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid thoots that hymen's archer, 
Where ſo'er the damſel turns. 


-——— —¹—Ü5ꝗe ud. 2 — 


Virtue, Vouth, good ſence a beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us nor, 

Sometimes are the ruthans booty, 

| Sometimes are the booby's lot, 

Nou they're purchas'd by the trader, 

Is Naw command by the Peer, 

Now fome ſubtle mean invader, 
Wins the Heart or gains the ear. 


The SONGSTER'Ys 


O diſcretion, thou'rt a Jewel, 
Or our grand Mamma's miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake; 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence weigh the banns, 
Mark my tong upon your ſamplers ; 
Wear it on your Enots and fans. 
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SONG LXXIV. 
A* length. ye gods, you bring relief, 


At length each care remove; 


At once you diffipate my prief, 
By ſanding her I love. METER 


My ſoul ſhall now contented reft, 
No fears my peace deſtroy ; 

Belinda comes, to chear my breaſt, 
To give me every joy. 


Theo” abſent many a ted'ous hour, 
Excluded from my view ; 

Abſence diminiſh'd not her power, | 
Her merit fix'd me true. | 


O grant, ye gods, my ardent prayer, 
or let me crave in vain, 
Be my Belinda all thy care, 
May ſhe each wiſh obtain. 


Contiqnual joys around her wait, 
Be virtue Kan her guard; 

When call'd from earth, by time and fate, 
Be heay'n her laſt a Be { 


SONG | 
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OME every briſk foul 
Who delights in a bowl, 
| In mirth, or what to ic belongs ; 
| Attend to my verſe, 
| While here I rehearſe, 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. 


But firſt, I declare, 
To him who to hear 
| # Thus little original longs ; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill 
Is contain d in this ſong upon ſong-. 


Great ſtat.[men conceal 
Their ſchemes wheel in wheel, 
| And under diſguiſe commit wrongs ; 
[ I no- body hurt, 
But contribute to mirth, 
By writing a ſong upon ſongs, 


5 The boiſterous knave 
Who pretends to be brave, 
And boaſts of his tights and ding dongs; 
When put to the teſt, 
How fallen his creſt, 
And his courage -a ſong upon ſongs, 


The clergy reſort 


To ſup:riors at court, 
And crave tor t.. ings in throngs; 
»* © . — 
While I, wich low aim, 
Af; ire to fa ve, 
| 1% [oiibling a ſong u n ſongs 


SR Vol. I. \x ES Tatte 
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Taſte differs in all, 
In great and in ſmall, 
A hobby horfe to all belongs; 
A girl, ball, or play, 
A review, or birth . 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 
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Cuirars with ſome ſuir, 
Some a fiddle, or flute, 
And ſome love a poker and tongs ; 
Some admure duetto's 
And others cantato's, 
And others my ſong upon ſongs, 


Let all who've the fplcen 
Bey this magazine, 
Such properties to it belongs ; 
It will give them a cure 
As certain and ſure, 
As this is a ſong upon ſongs. 


Put if you proceed, 
And continue to read, 
Lach fong which to this book belong: ; 
You'll own, I believe, 
Many pleaſure can give, 
Beſides thi: our ſong upon ſongs. 


SPED ERSSTDUSSSESPENSTSD 
*SON G LXXVI. 


The RECIPE. By Joux Oartman. 
Tune famething new, as ſing at Narybone Gardens. 


Ach ſoft tender youth, who in ſoft tender lays, 
In the tervice of beauty would ventuic tor 
praite ; 
That fly ta the meadows, the fields, and the groves, 
And ſolicit the aid of the graccs and loves; 


Then 
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Then talk of her eyes, her lips, boſom, arms, 
And the red-fiſted laſs is a Venus in charms. 


Plain Suſan, and Dolly, no longer muſt down, 
Nor Roger, or Dick, for cach ruſtical clown, 
The Muſes muſt chriſten them over again, 

Plump Doll is a nymph, and ſtout Roger a ſwain. 
Then Damon, and Chloe, to prattle ot love, 


| Mult wander a while in the eglantine grove. 


Then the ſky lark, the wood lark, the linnet, and 
thruſh, 

In concert muſt join on each ſhrub, tree, or buſh. 

Tho! charming the proſpect, and tunctul their ſong, 

Yet mind to ſay this as ſhe palles along. 

That her voice, tho' alas! like a peacock ſhe ſquall, 

Is ſofter, and ſtronger, and ſweeter than ail. 


Example next teaches the garden to ſeek, 

And the roſe, and the lily unite on her check: 

Each flower that 's valued for odour or huo 

At her preſence muſt ſtrait-way ſpring upto the view; 
Yet blooming and gay, as the nymph paſles by, 
They for envy mutt inſtantly wither and vie. 


When ſhe walks, oh | ye gods, how majeſtic her aic, 

Not Jove's haughty queen can with Chloe compare; 

The teſt of perfection her perſon mult be, 

Tho' majeſtic, yet modeſt; tho' modeſt, yet free. 

When ſhe 2 to come forth to rejoice the gad 
plain, 

The graces, attendant, — muſt hald up tie train. 


Thus externally dreſt away to her mind, 

Her ſenſe is a wonder, ſo great! ſo reſind 

Tho perceiving her wit, and her julgment, tho jult, 
"Tis with candour and dim ence always expreſt : 
Thus proceed, my young bard, and I warrant ere long, 
You produce that ſtrang: medley yclept, a love ſong. 


G 2 SONG 
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*SON G LXXVIL 
Th HM A GIS 1 RAJ E-3 


In ta CANTATAS. 


I. MAG1$TRATE of the Night, 
5 Tbe J 


Mac1sTRATE of the Day. 


The NIAGIST KATE of the Night. 
CanTrazra l. 


ReciTATIVE. 


3 T3 at the dreary hour when ſprites abound, 
And nimble fairies trip enchanted ground ; 

When none but rogues and vagrants walks the ſtreets, 

And watchmen ſnore, — of their beats z 

When weary'd hackney horſes ſlowly move, 

And on titetr boxes coachmen ſleep above: 

In clbow chair, and awful ſtare compos'd, 

The midnight Magiſtrate his will diſclos'd ; 

The hobbling, drowſy walking=dials heard 

His words with wonder, and his anger fear'd ; 

In admiration of his wiſdom ſtood ; 

Then cry'd his hanour was as wiſe as good; 

Well pleas'd he nods, and hums his joy to ſhow, 

Then thus his own importance lets them know. 


Alx. 
Attend, my friends, while I diſplay, 
And make you underſtand, 
The reaſon why you muſt obey, 
And why I will command. 


Know then, I repreſent the king, 
Tho' you may think it odd ; 
And I can athdavirs bring, 
That kings deſcend fiom God. 
Rrcira- 


* 
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RECITATIVE. 


This 1 with countenance quite big, 
He blow'd his noſe, took ſnuff, and plac'd his wig ; 
Then ſunk ſupinely in the elbow chair, 
To ſnore away the tedious hours, and care ; 
But envious of his eaſe, and drowſy jo ys, 
Two buckiſh ſparks moleſted him with noiſe ; 
The rattles turn whores ſcream—and oaths reſound, 
And lamps demoliſh'd jingle on the ground; 
The veteran's fally our, and leave their beer, 
And to the aſſiſtance of their brothers ſteer ; 
| O'er power'd by numbers, tho' they bravely fough?, 
The bucks were to the round-houſe ſafely brought : 
Th awaken'd chief, with anger in his face, 
| Thus with the ſparks expoſtulates the caſe 


# 2 AIX. 


Diſturbers of the public peace, 
And of the pe:.ce of me; 

Shall ſuch dit-rders neyer coale, 
And I in ice be. 


Can't you go quiet to your beds, 
As other people do? | 

No— on mult break my warchmer: heads, 
Aid heat mem black and blue. 


— — wy „ 


land- uff, and put them in the hole. 
Unleſs they'll tip tome chink: 
Vyliich it they do, upon my fou!, 
| think we'll have ſome drink. 


„ * —— —— ww — — A 
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The caſh produced, they are allow d to ſtay; 
An Iruik- and ſing until regurning dy. 
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The MaG61STRATE of the Day. 
CANTATA II. 


REciTATIVE. 


BOUT the time when buſy faces meet, 
And carts and -caches rumble in each ſtreet ; 
When madam riſes, and the tea things rattle, 
And all the ſex prepare for general rattle ; 
The maudlin libertines are let to know, 
They muſt attended to the juſtice go: 
A coach is call'd they to his worthip ſteer, 
To be or ſent to Pridewell, or ſet clear. 
H:s worſhip o'er his chocolate attends, 
To puniſh foes, and ro oblige his friends; 
With air important, then demands the cauſe, 
Why thy are brought, and for what breach of Laws. 
In fer 1idaels, the grave chief explains, 
The bucks tranſgreſſihn, and his—want of brains. 


Alix. 


Your worſhip muſt know, 
Ten hours ago, | 
Which was in the dead oft he night; 
Theſe ſparks ; lay'd the devil, 
In manner vnci. 11, 
And throw'd usall into a fright, 


My mens heads they broke, 
And call'd it a joke, 
And made twenty lamps for to rattle ; 
But being ſurround d. 
They ſoa were confounded, 
And yanquiſh'd, and taken in battle, 


REcITaTIVE. 


His worſhip heard and ſtrek'd his under jaw, 
Than look'd authority, and gayc an hav? ; 
Turn'd 


\ | FY 
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Turn'd o'er the ſtatutes, and the riot act, 

And talk'd of quint, an quart, and doubt, and fact: 
But the youug blades, to mollify the cauſe, 

And ſmooth the aſpect of hard- featur'd laws ; 
Begg'd that they might a private word expreſs, 
Which was acceded to with readineſs; 

Then, humbly pray'd, they're raſnneſs he'd forget, 
And they'd remain for ever in his debt; 

And with reſpe&, and great ſubmiſſion ſhown, 
They hop'd he'd make a trifling gift his own : 

This generous ſpirit in each culprit {park, 
Produc'd theſe orders to his worlkip's clerk. 


AIX. 


Clerk, write a diſcharge, 
And ſet thele at large; | 
For, faith they are men of condition: 
'Tis true, they tranſgrels'd, 
But now they've expreſs'd 
For their folly, much grief and contrition. 


For juſtice, ſometimes, 
Should wink at ſinall crimes, 
Of rigour relax, and be kind; 
The poor I commit, 
Bur pay and ſubmir, 
You'it find me, as painted, quite blind. 


— — 


CCC 


*SON G LXXVIII. 


A SAILOR'S Sog. 


To the Tune of Let us prepare, 


N ol. England's bleſt ſhore 
We arc landed once more, 
Secure from th ſtorms of the main; 1 
Or 
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For great George, and his cauſe, 


For our country, and laws, 
We have conquer'd, and will do again. 


Where tte ſun's arient ray, 
Firſt opens the day, 
On Indies extended domain; 
The ſwarthy-fac'd foes 
Who dar'd to oppoſe, 
We have conquer'd, and will do again. 


Come, my brave hearts of oak, 
Let ns drink, ſing, and joke, 
While here on the thore we remain ; 
VU hen cur country demands, 
With hearts, and with hands, 
We are ready—to conquer again. 


ELIA LILIES ISS 
* SON G LXXIX, 


To the Tune of Stick a Pim there, 
WHEN firſt ſimple Strephon perceiy'd that lis 


heart, 

Was touch'd with C: pid's invincible dart; 

Tho' urg'd by his then, the nymph to; urſue, 
His courage could only ſay, how d'ye do? 


Put find'ng love's fire to burn very ſtrong, 

And — that her heart vc uld be touch'd cre 'twas 
0083 | 

On a different plan he began ſtrait to won, 

And ſeizing her haze, cry'd my dear, how d'ye do? 


Obſerving this freedom not taken amils, 

He ventur'd her lips to lute with a kits : 

Then vow'd that iuch pleaſure before nc t knew, 
So kils'd her again with a——how d'ye do? 


In 
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In a very ſhort time he next begg'd of the fair, 
She'd take a walk with hin, it matters not where; 
Where, tome how or other, "tis certainly true, 
He won the nymph's heart with his—how d'ye do? 


$500S$3SD3530300S202S 
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bh Damen, Chloe were mutually fond, 
They kite'd and they t5y'% ail the day; 

Kind Hy: en cor cored to fun h the reſt, 
And, n then for ever and aye, 

Some ſiend . erter'd. and the rites were delay'd, 
By a circ:: tf ance few would ſuppoſe; 

For thouy..leſs,, ' : 5 Dimon one Gay as he pliy'd, 
Preſented eo dy 4 roſe. 


Alarm'd at the gift. C rated the youth, 
Fill'd with jealculy, rige, and dijuain 

She call'd him falſe hearteu, perfidious, and bale, 
And inſtantly quittad the plain. 

He endea vaur'd his innocence vainly to prove, 
No words could her paſſion compoſe; 

Such p reſents ſhe faid, were 1 re emulems of love, 
Ad Kitty accepted the roſe, 


To the church, or the wake, or wherever ſhe went, 
He follow'd in hopes of relief; 
Obdurate the fair, and regardleſs beheld 
The type of his penitenge—grief. 
Tho' ſeldom, if ever, ſhe deign'd a reply, 
"Twas only to add to his woes! 
No art ſhall e'er win me again to comply, 
* Remember young Damon, the——role.” 


For ever refus'd, when he knew that his heart 
To Chine was virtuous and true, 
le thought 't was too much: So neglected che fair, 
Another more kind to purſue. 2 
15 
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This treatment at length ſo affſicted the maid, 
She ſought him her mind to compoſe, 


He gladly conſented, and ſoon they were wed, Th 
And Chloe ne'er thinks of —the roſe. * 
e eee eee | 
*SONG LXAXXI. 1 
The FERI AR and NUN. | * 
A CAN TATA. 8 

Recitarive. | 


I Paris city they rep: rt for truth. 
There dwelt an active prieſt, in prime of youth, 
And in the convent, as ſome others tay, 


There liv'd a nin as blooming as the May. . 


The rev' rend father ſigh'd for her in vain, 1 

But dar'd not openly his love explain: 

Her beauty fann'd the embers of deſire, 

by leoks auſtere, quite #amp'd the rifing fire, 
t length kind Fortune did his withes bleſs, 

For the fair nun came to him to confeſs : 

With great devotion the her forehead ſign'd, 

And thus reveal'd the troubles of her mind. | 


Alx. , 
Holy father believe, | } 
For my errors I grieve, : 
And ſincerely repent each tranſgieſſion; 
One fault above all 
My mind does enthral, 
And torments me ſurpaſſing expreſſion. 


Tho' to God I am bound, 
Yet Cupid has found 

The merhod to lead me aſtray ; 
Alas! I am frail, | | 
For love would prevail, 

The conſcience ciy d fternly ſtay, Nay. 
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REciTATIVE. 


The jolly prieſt, as near the fair he ſtood, 

Feels genial warmth ſtir up his youthful blood; 
Then ſmiling on the lovely ſuppliant fair, 

He chuck'd her chin, and bade her not detpair : 
I know no harm there is in Due, he ſaid, 

Each ſex, my dear, was tor the other made; 
The church ordains it, and you do no fault, 

If to the church you yield up what you ought: 
But 'tis a ſig, if any one ſhould feaſt 

Upon thoſe charms, unleſs he is a prieſt, 


41. 


Conſider how happy will be your condition, 
If once you wiil form feſolution 
To bed with a prelate yu need no contrition, 
Lor pre lates can give abſolution: 
Then yield to my arms, 
Thy ravithing charms, 
Permit me thy leauties to rifle, 
You know I can bleſs ye, 
As well as confeſs ye, 
Beſides it is only a trifle, 


$$$$$550$$550003$$$$$ 
* SON G LXXXIL 
Tune, How feet are ihe Banks pen Taveed. 


WI is beauty when vircue's away? 
A ſhort blooming wer of youth! 
A flower that bloocas to decay, 
Len wl. i it is lupported oy truth! 


Bur v.r:uc, che beauty is gone, 
daines heey {or ever confeſt, 

Give> majeit;” grace on a thr ne, 
And banilhes cure tron; the breaſt, 


Ye 
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Ye nymph+ then regard the fond muſe, 


Tho! now you are blooming and gay, 
Be your mind your chief care to purſue, 
For beauty can laſt but a day. 


£4$$4504-54655-5$444 $54 < 
*SON G LXXXIII- 


Tune, Derry deeun. 


Doating old miſer, of ſixty or more, 
Whoſe wealth was acquir'd by cheating the 
oor, 
A blooming young damſel, of virtue and carriage, 
Had begg'd of her father, to give him in marriage. 


Her father agreed, and no time was delay'd, 
When the lady was ſpoken to thus by the maid : 
Than have this old fumbler I rather would die; 
Be quiet the cry'd, and attend my reply. 


Let the filly old dotard to marriage proceed, 

There are horns for his head, I am certain, decreed ; 
So I'll pluck up my courage as well as I can, 

And make him a cuckold, I warraat——poot man. 


My youth, and my beaury, my wit, and my charms, 
Me e never intended, for his feeble ara s; 

He may fondle and teaze me, and do all he can, 
Yet Fl make him a cuckold, I warrant—poor man. 


Tho' he dreſs me as fine as the wife of a lord, 

And in fine coaches, tho' he take me abioad, 

It will igaify nothing, —P'll wager a can; | 
For lil make him a cuckold, a cuckold- poor man. 


Ye doturds take wa ring by this dotard's fat, 
Nor think of a bloowng young girl for a mate; 
du zuld they Imile and approve, tis yuur purſe to 
die a9; 
Thea fend qcu to heaven as faſt as they can. 
| SONG 
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„ SONG LXXXIV. 


De BRITISH HER 0; 
| | Or, the Drath of General WoLrs. 


A CAN TATA. 


REctrarivx. 


ER Quebec's plain were Gallia's forces ſpread, 
To many warlike chiefs the deſtin'd bed ; i 
When Wolfe appear'd all glorious to behold, 1 
His bands connected, reſolute, and bold; ; 
1 The clanging inſtruments awake the woods, 
And ſounds reſponſive tremulate the floods; 
- | - The burniſh'd arms attra the ſolar rays, 
; | And glitt'1ing terror o'er the field diſplays ; 

When thus brave Wolfe addreſs'd his warlike train, | 
While on the Gallic bands he look'd diſdain. | 


AIX. 


| Think, think, my brave friends, 
| On your valour depends, 
| Your country's glory and good ; 
No mean thoughts of gain 
* 5 In your breaſt entertain, 
| | Be lucrative motives withſtood, 


= * 
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4 Let honour inſpire, 
| For honour give fire, 
For honour high brandiſh the blade; 
Be virtue your cauſe, | 
| And honour your laws, 
| | Your tolls will by hcav'n be repaid. 


— 


| | REciTATIVE. 


Now Carnage led by Horror ſhews her face, 


And unrelenting Death encreas'd his pace; 
Vor. I. H | Drums, 
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Drums, Trumpets, Cannons in confuſion roar, 
Expiring cries affright the hoſtile ſhore; 

Bur in the field, alas! as in the ſtate, 

The greateſt merit meets the hardeſt fate, 

Wolfe falls Britannia's Genius gives a Groan, 
And Fame immortal ſeabd him tor her own : 
Streaming in blood he rolls his livid eycs. 

And hearing ſhouts, has England loſt, he cries ? 
Oh no! I view the victors colours fly, 

My country conquers, and in peace I die. 

Yet, ere his ſoul its deftin'd journey ſped, 

He ſigh'd, and thus to his attendants ſaid. 


AIR. 


Farewel, my Friends; Britannia, now adieu, 
I dye contented, ſince I bleed for you; 
Victory now his wings expands, 
To ſmooth the trackleſs way, 
And Peace immortal opes its hands, 
To lead me up to day: 
My country ſerv'd, I afk no greater fame 
Than is contained in a Briton's name. 


NN Ne 
SONG. LXXXV. 


S yet a youth, and unbetray'd, 
A I ſought the rural throng : 


1e purling ſtream, the cooling ſhade, 
Inſpir'd my artleſs ſong. 
How happy then each moment paſt, 
No envy, paſſion, ſtrife, 
Till folly's cloud my mind o'ercaſt, 
And whilper'd thus ſee life! 


Adieu the grove ! adieu the the plain! 
Adicu the purling ſtream ! 

No more your charms can entertain, 
No more muſt be my theme; 


The 
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The town a diff' rent ſcene will prove, 
Where pleaſure's always rife ; 

Where bucks and bloods, and wine and love, 
Fill up the ſpan of life. 


Hark ! Comus calls to midnight joys, 
Where Circe fills her cup; 

This thought alone each mind employs, 
Kill time, and keep it up. 

For this the cit his counter quits, 
And loneſome leaves his wife, 

| With ſots and nciſy wow'd-be wits, 

For what ?—for—lecing life. 


| Yer, ah ! how vain this ſtrange defir> 
| How vague the joys they ſhare ! 
The bowl enfeebles Nature's fire, 
And Folly brings forth care. 
c A thouſand ills attendant wait, 
| The piſtol, ſword, or knife, 
And all the hours of future fate 
Are kilÞd by ſeeing life. 


Adieu the rown ! ſuch joys I leave 

| To ſpendthrifts, knaves, and cheats; 
| 

| 

| 


For decent mirth can ne'er deceive, 
And prudence has more ſweets. 
The grove, the thade, I'Il ſgek again, 

| And chuſe an artleſs wite, 
"TY Content to grace my cat {hall deign : 
Adieu to ſeeing life. 
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Tune, With Venen and I} ine, &. 


OME Coma, come Bacchus, come Venus, 
all join, 
Wnile I ling the praiſe of mirth, beauty, add wine, 
I 2 As 
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As high as the ſubjeQ inſpire the lays, 
And my ſonnets for ever ſhall flow to your praiſe. 


Mirth baniſhes ſtrife, and gives joy to the heart, 
Makes dullneſs ſeem gay, and bids forrow depart ; 
The miſer, the lover, its virtues declare, 

For it opens the purſe, and it ſoftens the fair. 


When beauty approaches all charming to ſight, 
Each breaſt feels the impulſe, and ſprings with delight ; 
Love greater than all, can all paſſions controul, 


| With tenderneſs ſoftens and tempers the ſoul. 


Bur oh ! when the bottle does both theſe attend, 

is mirth's beſt companion and beauty's gay friend; 

Then grant me this bleſſing, ye powers divine, 

Crown my life here below, with mirth, beauty, 
and wine. 


＋ F N A N N 2 KN OO OS 
SONG LXXXVII. 
The MORNING. A Caxrara. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


"77 glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 
On yonder hill, and paints the ſkies ; 
The lark his warbling martin ſings ; 
Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings ; 
The village up, the ſhepherd tries 
His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamelbd green 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
Frelher than the roſes bloom, 
Sweeter than the meads perfume, 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 


To Delia's ear the tender notes convey ; 
As 
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As ſome lone turtle his loſt love deplores, 

And wit! {hrill echoes fills the ſounding ſhores, 
So I, like him abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along: 

The birds thall ceaſe to tune their cv'ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving wood: to move, 
And Rtreams to murmur, cre I ceaſe to love: 
Not bubbling fountains to the therlſty ſwain, 

Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 

Nor flow'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, 
Are half fo pleaſing as thy fight to me. 


+$$+00$$55$$35+5$$$$$+4+ 
SONG LXXXVIII. 


A WELCH SONG. 
Tune, Stand around, my brave b3zs. 


O ſplutter o' nails, 
| ( Hur was come from North Wales, 
To try her good fortune in London ; 
But oh ! hur poer heart, 
ur fears for hur part, 
Alas! hur for ever is undone, 


For as hur was coing, 
Whith Shenkin and Owen, 
To pray to goot Tavit hur ſaint, Sir; 
A young tamſel hur met, 
Pur hur all in a ſweat, 
Cost lack hur was ready tc faint, Sir, 


So pright was hur eyes, 
As the ſtars in the 6kizs, 
Hur lips were like rupies ſo find, Sir; 
II 3 Hur 


Dr 


Pg 
®S 


- hag 3 
P = 
£2 


= 
2 
! 
1 
; 
C4 
; 


22 


The SoN GS TE R's 


Hur cheeks were o'er ſpread 
With a ſweet white and red, 
She look't like an angcl divine, Sir. 


When ſhe ſpoke, how hur voice 
Made hur poſome rejoice ! 
So charming and prafe were hur words, Sir; 
The wood lark or thruſh, 
Thar ſing on a puſh, 
No accents ſo ſweet can afford, Sir. 


Since that luckleſs hour, 
So creat is love's power, 
Hur croans and ſays nothing put heigh day! 
Burt hur paſſion, hur fear, 
Hur can never declare, 
For the laſs was as crand as a lady. 


Ye true lovers all, 
When you hear of hur fall, 
O'er hur crave ſhed a tear out of pity ; 
For ſo earneſt hur craves, 
Hur ſhall tie hur pelieves, 
And ſo there's an end to hur titty. 
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SONG LXXXIX. 


KITTY; or, Tle FEMALE PHAETON. 


Sith; Dr. Arne, and ſung at Vauxhall. 


The Wards by Mr. Prior. 


AIR. Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whence the ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd; 

Inflam'd with rage and ſad reſtraint, 
Which wife mamma ordain'd, 
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And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenny friſk about 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ould die, 
While I am ſcarce a tnaſt * 
While I am ſcarce a toait ? | 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Dear, dear, mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my forrune try ; 

I'll have my earl as well as the, 
Or know the reaſon why. | 

| Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way; 

Kitty, at heart's deſire, 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And fer the world on fire, 
And tet the world on fire. 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 


LESSESSES STS SES SSP 
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RECITATIVE. 


HEN Diſcord ceas'd, and bloody broils no 
more 


In war deſtructive ſhook his happy ſhore ; When 
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When Carnage ceas'd, and Death refus'd to ſtain 
Wich Britiſh blood the dreadful martial plain: 
Britannia roſe, and with a graceful ſmile, 

In gentle accents, thus addreſs'd her iſle. | 
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AIR. | | 35 


Ye Britons, what nation but England can ſing, 
In freedom we riſe every day; 

In freedom we ſleep, and are bleſt with a king, 
Tis a pleaſure in all to obey : 


— - 
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Then, my children, encreaſe | F: 
The ſweet _— of peace, | * 
Ml Let trumpets in melody join ; T 
i While truth ſhall proclaim T 
* George's virtues and fame, | 
f Which on record for eyer will ſhine. T 
| | 
I REcC1TATIVE. W 1 
Lt The ſound ſeraphic reach'd the royal ear, THE 
[ And gazing crowds the heavenly accents hear ; | Fe 
j Reviving joy returns in ev'ry breaſt, | A 
War diſappear'd, and Peace the kingdom bleſt ; 
The happy iſle no greater bleſling ſeeks kh 
F The monarch riſes, and thus nobly ſpeaks. | 1 
7 AIR. WE 
Britannia, be aſſur'd, I pride to ſee 4 8 £ 
Myſelf the monarch of a people free ; 
Hippy to govern o'er this bliſsful ile, M 
Where bleſſings on my ſubjects ever ſmile ; A 
As long as I the royal ſcepter bear, | "T7 
My country's good thall be my greateſt care; Fi 
May peace continue, nur my people know 3 
The caſval gr.efs which f.om Bellona flow, | - ts 
Firm to Britannia's caule my arms ſhall fleep | 
As long as England's foes their treaties keep; Ti 
Pur if my lion is induc'u to roar, 3.80 
Deſtruction hoyers round the Gallic ſhore. = 
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SONG XCL 


The SPAN, 
Sung by Mr. DrARLE, at Finch's Grotto Gardens. 


The Wards by Mr. OAKMAN. Set by Mr. BRIDE. 


HE philoſophers, moraliſts, poets, and thoſe 
Who have left their opinions in verſe and in; roſe, 
Fine leſſuns have taught, though no: all underſtood, 
Yet entirely meant, I dare ſay, for our good; 
The chiefeſt of which we may readily ſcan, 
That our time here below is no more than a ſpan. 


Th- fler clon is juſt, if with reaſon we view, 
Mortality c: antiy ſhews us tis true; 

Then to i! h this trie of being below, 

Is a doctrine I thin which we all ought to know; 
For a moment attond tiny ſong, if you can, 


8 1 
And PIl teach the Lu!t incthed ro fill up the ſpan. 


Leave the parſon to preach, and th. pedant to prate, 
The poet to 1cribble, the ſtatein / an to tate, 

The sully to bluſter, the valiant » fight, 

The lawyer to wrangle of „eng and of right; 
Their buſinels is not ane courl: of ny plan, 
With matter more plcaling PII fill up tac ipan. 


Mirth, beauty, and wine, ſhall preps:e ye a feaſt ; 
And ſmilling good hun u, bid welcome each gueſt, 
'Tis a L.:quet ſuits only the jovial and gay, 

Let the grave, the motoſe, and the dull keep away; 
Infipid by nature, they'll Ike not the plan, 

So jul as they chuſe, let them fill up their ſpan, 


To a couch deck'd for pleaſure let beauty be led, 

With roſes and lilies all careleſs o'ertpread, 

Let the ſoft · breathing flute to her m urmurings join, 

When loye melts on her boſom in raptures * ; 
at 
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Thar this is true pleaſure, deny it who can, 
And this is the method to fill up the ſi an. 


Let good humour, as preſident, fit in the chair, 

And zuddy fac'd Bicchus with Comus appear; 

Let the full lowing goblet go chearfully round, 

And the heart- lifting ſong to the heavens reſoundg <Þ 
Let all in full chorus approve of the plan, 

And own this the method to fill up the ſpan. 


gesessen 
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The BACCHANALIAN. 


KK CaWuwtTatT a «| 


REC1TATIVE, 


S in a favern toping Lewis drank 
A The ſparkling juice in company with Frank; 
Tell me, quoth he, can man in joy abound ; 
For where, unleſs in wine, is pleaſure found ? 


AIR. 


Then leave off all thinking, 
Ther?'s pleaſure in drinking, 3 
That none but a buck can define ; 

Fr thie bottle and glaſs, k 
I refer to a laſs, 
| And would ſell the whole ſex for good win 


©! could ] with eaſe, 
Aly palate but pleaſe, 
Ye gods] how inclaret I'd roll; 
With a quantum of claret, 
C:nrent in a garret, 


I'd enjoy both my bottle and bowl. | 
Then 
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Then talk not of whoring, 
Of ranting and roaring, 
And kicking a duſt up at night ; 
For I will maintain, 
All pleature is pain, 
Where the bottle procures not delight, 


Then repleniſh the glaſs, 
Who denie- is an als, 
he bottle, the flaſk, and the bowl; 
ES But he who right thinks, 
And like myſelf drinks, 
I pronounce him a buck and a ſoul. 


NN NK 
SONG XCllII. 
The T I PP-E.qI. 


To the Tune of Des the burn Davie, 


N low'ring clouds the day was dreſt, 
The wintry tempeſt blew, 
When Fann” o'er her ſnow y breaſt, 
A ſable tipper threw. 
| Then Cupid thus ſaid, naked I 
3 In Muſt bear che piercing wind, 
ET Beneath the tippet let nic lie, 
k And kindly ihelter find. 


e That trifliu tavour ſhall be thĩne, 

The pirying mail eply'J. 

But firſt that uſel. L ow reſign, 
And lay thoſe datis aſide. 

The joyful Gd wich cager haſte, 

The graceful fair ©! yd, 
And on her bft Aus breaſt 
| His thiyering unos he Lid 
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At length I taſte a joy ſincere, 
Cry'd out the happy God, 

O! ler me, living ever here, 
Maintain this bleſt abode, 

But ſoon he felt more piercing cold 
Than e'er before he wade ; 

And, forc'd to quit hi- heavenly hold, 
Ile ſtrait to Paphos flew. 


FILITELLILEZEILILIIZEIETEEIEELTTY 


* SON G XCIV. 


Tune, Kitty Fell. 


OR Chloe long had Damon ſigh'd, 
And knelt and ſwore, and pray*d, and cry'd, 
Nay, did the duce knows what! | 
Inſenſible to all his pain, 


She boaſted that he wore her chain, 


And made iti common chat ! ; 


Whate'er he did, whate'er he ſpoke, 
She turn'd to ridicule ard jol:-:, 
Or never gave him i;-aring ; 
At length, tir'd out, he left rhe chace, . 
And {wore : no more to ſec hor face! 
But what's a lovcr's {wearing ? 


The cunning nymph with female art, 
Now ; lay'd upon his yielding heart, 
And ſmil'd with approbarion ! 
He, ſimple gudgeon, fſnaj't the bait, 
With eager arms embrac'd his mate, 
And doats to adoration, 
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SONG XCV. 


Te SWEET-HEART. 


Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
A r' other day I penſive fat, 


My needle to improve; 
I at our door hear'd pit a pat, 
Yer little dreamt of love. 
'T was Damon to our cottage came, 
His paſſion to impart ; 
And I, unknowing of the ſame, 
Cry'd——pray come in—Sweet-heart. 


It was a term I got by chance, 
It makes ſome maidens rue; 


Bur if the youths ſo bold advance, 


What can us virgin's do? 

Hey day! I cry'd, what work is this, 
So fell upon him tart ; 

I hope, ſays he, there's nought amiſs, 
For I am your Sweet-hearr. 


To court one ſo, ſays I, is wrong, 
Well, let's to church cries he; 

I, vex'd at this, cried, get along, 
Fl bear you company. 

But ſoon I turn'd ill remper round, 
For Damon has deſert; 

So (till when pit a pat he's found, 
I cry, come in——Sweet-heart. 
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Shepherd. 


OW charming is the month of May ! 
How 1weet the birds ſing on each ſpray ! 
he meads with various flowers crown'd, 
How gay is nature all around! 
How happy every nymph, and ſwain, 
Who blets with rural mirth the plain. 


Shepherd: ſs. 


"Tis virtue, ſhepherd, is the cauſe, 

That every pleaſing proſpect draws ! 
That gone, in vain the birds would ing, 
Adieu the May, adicu the Spring ; 
Where innocence deliplits to reign, 


Lov ſweet the ſport, how bleſt the plain. 


Both. 


Where innocence delights to reign, 
How ſweet the ſport, how bleſt the plain. 


CEE EEE I EEEEEEESS) 


SONG XCVIIL 
OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt maid 


The eyes of love could ſee; 

And but ene fault the charnic had, 
'I was cruclty to me. 

No ſwain that c'er the nymph acor'd, 
Was fonder, or wa younger; 

Yer when her pity I implor'd, 

'T was “ Stay a little longer.“ 


It 
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It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 
One May- morn in the grove ; 
When Cupid whitper'd in my car, 
„% Now, now's the time for love.“ 
T claſp'd the maid, it wak'd her pride, 
What, did I mean to wrong her?“ 
Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd, 
Bat love will ſtay no longer. 


Then, kneeling at her feet I ſwore, 
How much I lov'd, how well; 
And that my heart, which bear for her, 

With her ſhould ever dwell, 
Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the eye, 
Of all my car='s prolonger ; 
Yet ſoft ſhe utter'd, with a ſigh, 
Oh, ſtay a little longer. 


+ The conflict in her foul I feu“, 
| "T wixt virtue and dere; 
Oh, come, Icry'd, let Hymen's law 
Give ſanction to love's fire, 
Ye lovers, gueſs how great mv joys ; 
Could rapture well prove ftrongor ! 
When virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's vo.ce, 
You now ſhall ſtay no longer. 


| SONG XCVIiII. 
| A TOUCH on tie TIMES. 
The Wards ly James Worſdale, E/; Ser by Dr, Arne, 


| OME liſten, and laugh at the times, 
Since fol was never ſo ripe; 
| For ev'ry man langhs at thoſe rhimes 
t Thar giye his on follics a wipe: 
12 We 


The SONGSTER's 


We live in a kind of diſguiſe ; 

We flatter, we lye, and proteſt ; 
While each of us artfully tries 

On others to faſten the jeſt. 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is wood, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain ; 
And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 
But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs (tho' unjuſt) in his turn. 


The fools, who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs ; 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, 
Altho” to compound they are loth, 
They'll find, when reftor'd to their ſenſe, 
The lawyers ſit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 
For each fool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
To correct, not contemn one another. 
Ve all have ſome follies to hide, 
Which, known, wou'd diſhonour the beſt, 
And life, when 'tis thoroughly try'd, : 
Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt. 


SONG XCIX. 


L Shepherds, who idly lament, 
* That Fortune is harſh and unkind, 
] ho ſeek for the virgin Content, 


I'!! cell you a piece of my mind. 


Should 
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Should you find her, you'll get no relicf, 
Sh" till interfere with your love! 
She's a vixen, a witch, and a thick, 
And what I advance, I can prove. 


Whenever my Delia I mcer, 

That inftant the Damſeh is there, 
And e'er we can fix on a feat, 

She ſquars herſelf down in a chair. 


That ſhe deals in the magical art, 
Sure none will pretend to deny, 
Elſe how could the compaſs the part, 

To be always otfhcioully by? 


She's a thief.— and I know it by this, 
' Nay, Delia will ſometimes complain, 
For oft when I borrow a kiſs, 

Content ſteals it from me again, 


She's a viven I boldly aver, 
And blinded with folly and pride, 
Thinks none can be bleſs'd without he- 
And all are unhappy beſide. 


T' other day to my Delta's I went, 

Wich anger and ſpleen in my hand, 
When, loon as I enter'd, Content 

Made em fly at the word of command. 


Dclighted witli frolicks like the“, 
For truſt me, you'll have no redreſs, 
Ye {wains take her home if you pleaſe, 
I'm content vita the ſhare III, 
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II E wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
All ſatiriſe the fair; 
In proſe ard rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, 


Their toible: they declare; 
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The kind are bold ; the chaſte are cold ; 
Theſe prudith ; thoſe to free; 

Ye curious men, come tell us then, 
What ſhou'd a woman be! 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where oprics are untrue ; 

The muſe ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the crimes on you : 

The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his with was plac'd ; 

The fool deny'd, affects the pride, 
And rails to be in taſte. 


But not like theſe, the men of bliſs, 
Their ſure criterion fix 

No; wiſdom cries, my ſons ariſe, 
And vindicate the ſex ! 

'Tis theirs to prove thoſe ſweets of loye, 
Which others never ſhare ; 

And evidence, that none have ſenſe, 
But who adore the fair. 


Ye blooming race, with ev'ry grace, 
Celeſtially impreſt ! 

"Tis 8 to quell, the cares that dwell 

ithin the human breaſt; | 

At beauty's voice, our ſouls rejoice, 
And rapture wakes to birth ; 

And Jove deſign'd, th' enchanting kind, 
To form a heav'n on earth. 


Oh, ev'ry art to win the heart, 
Ye dear infpirers try ; 

Each native charm, with faſhion arm, 
And let love's light'nings fly; 

And hence, ye grave, your counſel ſave, 
Which youth but ſets at nought ; 

For woman (till, will have her will; 


And fo I think ſhe ought. 
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SONG Cl. 
ſh ROAST BEEF f OLD ENGLAND, 


A CanTATA. 


alen from a celebrated Print of the ingenious Me. 
Hos AxxrT RM. 


RECITATIVE. 


1 at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpairand faminealways dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wilh'd in vain to dine: 

Good father Dominick by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye ; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd: 

And as the ſolid fat his finger's preſo'd, 

He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd, 


AIX. 
(Arch Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 


Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming 1n thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee e' en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to 3 alate: 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and fallad! 
RxcirA- 
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RECIiTATIVE. 


A half-ſtary'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſto d, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 

His morning's meſs ſorſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 
He heav'd a ſich, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone deglar'd his grief. 


Alx. 


(Foote's Minuet,” 
Ah, facre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look fo tempting red and vit 
Begar it is the roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 


But to my guts if you give no hecding, 
And crue fate dis boon denies ; 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eycs. 


RECITATIVE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whole brazen front his country did betra-., 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily read. 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry d. 


AIX. 


(Ellen a Rin.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſ:, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſiomaci to rite, 
So taking thy light is, 
My joy that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by puilfuls runs out at my eyes. 
| While 
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While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 

While I here remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui 
Why did I come to you? 

The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving. 


REC1ITATIVE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney far, 

Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eyed 
His dear lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown aſide : 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


A1R. 


(The Broom of Cowdenknows.) 
How hard, oh! Sawny, is thy lor, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch mear as cawt be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef! the bonny, bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 
I wiſh I had a flice of thee, 


How ſweet it would gang down ! 


Ah, Charley ! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me ; 
I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee. 


O the beef! &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known. 
Tho? Britain's fame in lofrieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 


AlR., 


In ruſtic fable give me leave to ling. 
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An. 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large o grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſtel his ſize he could quickly attain, 

O the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Englith roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtrerching his weak little frame: 

Mamma, u ho ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd “Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.” 
O tlie roaſt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice he for glory dil thirſt; 

An fort he ventut'd more ſtrong thin the firſt, 

Till ſwelling and training too hard made him Lurft. 
O the roaſt beef, &. 


o 
Iden Britons, be valiant, the moral is char; 
The ox is 014 England; the frog is moni. ur, 
Vhote puiis and bravadoes we nced never fear. 


O the roalt beef, &c. 


For while by cur commerce and arts we are able 
To ſce the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
The French may e'en burſt like tlie frog in the fable. 
O che roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


SONG Ell. 
De MILEK-MAI DO. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells. 


OMING home with my milk, the young ſquire 
I mer, 
Says he, Polly, love, ſet down your pails, 
I have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt; 


If I pay you, you muſt not tell tales. ; 
T' oblige 
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T oblige him, and c iuſe that I would not be croſs, 
I prefently 8 my pails; 
He puli'd me down gently on a bed of green mols, 


And kit-'d me, I ſhould not tell tales. 


I trove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down, 
I begg'd ro go home with my pails ; 
He vow'd to ſuch pitch his fond paſſion was grown. 
He'd wed, — but I mult not tell tales. 


So gently he woo'l, and fo warmly he preſt, 
That I lictle more thought of my pail: ; 
Till beyond all eſcaping I found hin poſſeſt 

Of my heart, our I ſhou'd'nt tell tales. 


He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd make me his wife, 
And caſe me the carriage of pail : 

If he do'nt, why as ſure as a muſſel has life, 
It I'm filent-——there's one will tell tales. 


$$$S++4+$4+22$4$$4+-544 $44 
SUNG eil. 


JVC 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 


F all profeſſions in the town 
To humour each condition, 
| There's none can thrive ſo well you'll own 
A: that of u phylician ; 
They hum, and haw, and do what nor, 
Lo win your approcation ; 
But now a rare device thev've got, 
And that's- Inoculation. 


ihe Small- bo is a fad diſcaſe, 
There's ug one here can doubt it; 

The l. wyer tca ves for his fees, 
Nay, we can't do without it. 


To 
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So be our patients high or low, 
Our price is to their ſtation ; 
The purſe or body undergo 
What's call'd Inoculation. 


Our conſtitution's wond'rous ſtrange, 
Cries ev'ry politician ; 

Some epidemic humours range, 
But whoſe the ſtate's phyſician? 

A Pitt once try'd to cleanſe the blood, 
And purify the nation ; 

Burt 'twou'd not do, for in one word, 
Ir wants Inoculation. 


Let Inns and Outs do what they will, 
On politics the prate is ; 

Phyſicians flourith by their bill, 
But few advice give gratis ; 

Hence forward let each laſs and youth, 
Without the leaſt evaſion, 

In wedlock join with love and truth, 
And dread Inoculation. 


Sedsesessssesssssees sss 


SONG CIV, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


S I went o'er the meadows, no matter the day, 
A ſhepherd I mer who came tripping that way; 
] was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay. 
He aik'd me to let him go with me there; 
No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I ſwear ; 


Fil buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 


You've a good way to go, it is more than a mike ; 

We'll reſt, if you pleate, when we ger to yon ſtile ; 

I've a ory to tell, that will charm you the * 
9 
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To go with him farther I did not much care, 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpedting a ſnaie, 
For | dreamt of a fairing to come from the fair, 


To mike me more eaſy, he fail all he cod; 

I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 

For I'd not for the world he ſhou'd dare to be ridge. 
Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt yoar ; 
If he ſhould do fo, I would go no more there, 
Tho' 1 long'd e'er ſo much tor a gitt from the fair. 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as it there he wou'd grow: 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go, 
Confounded I ran, when I found that his ſnare : 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wcar, 
Nor go, while I liye, for a gift to the fair. 


SOD DIDDY DISD OO PRIG HD 
SONG CV, 
FORTUNE and the LOVER. 


A CABTAT & 


ReciTtaTlivs, 


YU ſcornful, Daphne Damonlov'd with truth; 
She bright in charms, and he a comely youth; 
Ah! cruel nymph! no ſoft conceſſion *? 
Tis mighty ſtrange, but women will do ſo. 
Dame Fortune, pitying, led the love-fick ſwain, 
In penfive mood, along the floaw'ry plain; 
Then whitpe:'d, caſt thine cyes to yonder ſhade. 
He did; and ſaw reclin'd the blooining maid : 
Urg'd by the goddets, boldly he advanc'd, 
While in his breaſt his heart with rapture dang'd; 
Smil'd on the fair, fat down, and ſnatch'd a kits, 
Then ſung, in prelude to expected blits. 
Vor. I. 8 | 
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Alk. 


Too long has Daphne ſcorn'd a youth, 
Whoſe gentle flame, and ſpotlets truth, 
Her boſom ſhou'd approve ; 
But now her eyes, that chear the day, 
In beams of ſoft compliance play, 
And love thall meet with love. 


REciTarTivE. 


Perhaps, the fair diſſembler made reply, 

Perhaps my ſcorn was Damon's heart to try: 

Bur, ſnou'd our joys yon praying ſhepherd te, 
How wou'd they talk of you, and laugh at me! 
Tor one day more ſuſpend your ardent love; 

At twelve to-morrow, in the myrtle grove 

Attend ;, be patient, ſecret, and be blelt : 
Remember twelve; ler fancy paint the reſt. 
Br:b'd by her words, on honour's ſtrict parole, 

The ſwain diſmiſe'd the partner of his ful. 

All tedious paſs'd the live-long night away; 

At length the lark proc laim'd the new born dax, 
When Damon 'role, and ſought th' appointed bow'r, 
Invoking Sol to haſte the noon-tide he ur : 

Ir came.-- I heclock ſt uck one, two, three, four, five. 
No Daphic came; yet Daphne was alive: 
Deſpair an] rage the ſhepherd's mind divide; 

Oh, cruc! Fortune ! cheating rvmph ! he cry'd. 
Juſt as he ſpoke, when near, though unconfeſs'd, 
The 1jurgo goddeſs thus the fool addreſs'd; 


AlR. 


Jortune, thou no more ſhale ſes, 
lid in clouds. {tc fpcaks to thee ! 
Idle loit'rer ! filly ſwain! 
\ by of me doi thou complain? 
Lore I led thce where ty arrt 
Night have won the tair one's heart; 
Cold or kind, thou didſt nyt win it — 
10 , to mils the lucky minute. 
Didſt 


* 
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Didſt thou credulous believe, 
Diphne meant not to deceive? 

Did thy heart not pant for bliſs, 
Animated by a kits 7 | 

| Vain thy future ſuit fl:4ll prova: 

- Women thould be prets'] to love 

And the thinks the duce is in itã — 
It you mits the lucky minute. 
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SONG CI. 


The DETERMIND NYM II. 


Lung at Ranclagh. 


ELL, if I continue but in the ſame mind, 
never thall wcd I proteſt ; 
There's ſomething ſo ſhiocking in all the male-kind, 
That bad my thonghrs picture the beſt. 


The nymphs think it ſtrange that I thou'd be fo 
annoy'd 
At man that was meant for our good: 
. But wiar's in one's n. ture, one cannot avoil, 
I'd be in the mode it I cou'd. 


The ſhepherd's all wonder that from them I Ax, 
It ſeen ofer the plain as I g ; 

Why till let 'em Fong: r at gitanc2 ſay I, 
The men ſhowy be always ko, 


t 10. 
Young Colin de: ares my averſion's x joke, 
And thinks in my heart to lucceed ; 


For woman, he fays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke ; 
H-c's mighty obüging indeed! 


K 2 Ile 
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He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head 
To kiſs me, but from him I tote; 

Vet, really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
He cou'd not have frighted me more. 


T hope that ſuch freedoms heil neꝭ er again uſe, 
My fix'd reſolution to try ; 

For, oh, I'm quite certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
Good lack! I mean, ſhall not comply. 


$$$$$$$$$35000000000 
SONG CVIL 


SS ::0 003-7, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


WH: Colin firſt mer me upon the gay green, 

He kits'd me, and call'd me his heart's little 
queen; 

Such rudeneſs, I cry'd, I vour title diſdain, 

And pray ncver offer to ki's me again. 


He who little fill in our ſex had acquir'd, 
Believ'd, ſimple youth, I ſpoke what I deſir'd ; 
He told me how hard an injunction Fd Jaid ; 

I know it was hard, that he took what I ſaid. 


My fancy now whifper'd more kindneſs to ſhow, 
One kiſs had inſtructed my boſom to glow ; 


My heart thus the ſhepherd enſnar'd by a whim, 
thought he lov'd me, -l was ſure I lov'd him. 


H-d let his fiacks rove for my ſake all the day, 
He'd fay ſuch ſoft things as all ſoft lovers ſay; 
Bur, as I torbid him, my lips were forgot, 

Couy'd this be call'd courtthip ? I really; think not. 


At 
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At length, by good luck, he rock courage, and cry'd, 
Will Phillis conſent to be Colin's ſœcœet bride; 

I grew in a paſhton, but cod by degrees, 

Yet made hinr no antwer, hut yes, it you pleaſe, 


And now I'm a wife, I'm no longer a prude ; 
The ſtation has fuoth'd me to what I thought rude ; 
For now, when a kiſs I receive from my ſwain, 
My duty commands me to Kils him again. 


SONG cum. 
KI CUNNENTGC 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


WII others, on exalted wing, 


The feats of arms, or heroes ſing, 
With matchleſs art and cunning; 
A gentler theme attratts my mule, 
A theme Apollo's-felf might chooſe, 
'Tis pretty Kitty Gunning. 


Oh, had the God beheld this fair, 
When Daphne caus'd his am'rous care, 
And baulkJ his wiſh by running | 
His hcart had felr a fiercer flame, 
The rival of the laurel'd dame 
Had then been Kitty Gunning, 


On ev ry nymph in beauty's train 

I oft” have gaz'd, but gaz'd in vain ; 
Ten thoufand there's not ons in, 

That ſhines adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 

Nor half the charms of mien and face, 


So bright in Kitty Gunning. 
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The little loves attend her air, 
And tangled in her ſilver hair, 
Make fate too ſure for ſhunning ; 
Her looks, ah, there deſcription dies ! 
For what can paint the beaming eyes 
Of charming Kitty Gunning ? 


Tho' ſome aſſert the female tongue, 
Is ever reſtleſs, ever wrong, 
Our ears with prattle ſtunning ; 
Yet bleſt with wit and ſenſe refin'd, 
And bright at once in form and mind, 
Is blooming Kitty Gunning. 


SDSSDSSSSISSSSDSSDSDOSO 
SONG CIX. 


Te MUTUAL DETERMINATION. 
A CanTATAa. 


RECITATIVE. 


OUNG Damon left his gentle Chloe's ſide, 
Nay more, had made another nymph his bride ; 

Poor Chloe now cou'd taſte no joy in life; 
„ What, eighteen years of age and not a wife!“ 
She fought the brook fo deep, within the bow'r, 
Reſolv'd to die, ay, die that very hour; | 
(What ills are caus'd by wicked, wicked men !) 
Yet ere ſhe met the wave, the thus began: 


A1R. 


Why didſt thou vow eternal truth, 
Yet bear fo falſe a mind? 


How cou'ft thou ſlight, ungrateful youth, 
A ſhepherdeſs ſo kind? 


My 
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My ſhade thy haunted thoughts ſhall ſez 
By day, by night thy dream ; 

For, Damon, now I die by thee; 
I plunge into the ſtream, 


Rrctrarivg. 


But think not Chloe did fo, deſp'rate laſs, 

We often ſay what never comes to pats. 

It chanc'd a youth, as lighted by his fair 

As Chloe by her ſwain, had wander'd there; 
The felf-ſame purpoſe urg'd his fooſteps too, 

But Cupid whiſper'd what 'twere belt to do; 
Unſeen he heard the turtle mourn her mate, 
Then forth he ſprings to ſnatch her ſrom her fate ; 
His own fad tale, to ſooth her, he began; 

He rail'd at faithleſs woman, the at man; 

Vet ſure, he cry'd, one nymph may ſtill be true, 
But not a youth, ſhe ſigh'd unleſs 'tis you. 
Soon kindred ſmart in mutual paſſion ended, 

And drowning ſeem'd on neither ſide intended. 


AIX. 


Then hand in hand new joys to prove 
Wall pleas'd they tript away; 
Reſolv'd to live a while in love, 
And dic another Jay, 


+$$$$$$$$$05 $$ $42 
*SON G CX. 


DAPHNE and AMINTOR. 


Tune, Let me alone, 


FYNE morning laſt week, as I walk'd for the air, 
Croſs the fields from my cottage, young Da pline 
the fair | 
Paſs'd by me; I haſten'd up to her with ſpeed, 
And told her I lov'd her, I loy'd her indeed, 8 
Ve 
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Love me, child, ſays fie! Lord, how idle you talk, 
Like one that wants {leep, pray continue your walk, 
Nor hin.ler me thus; for believe me, no heed, 
Will I cyer give to you, not I, Sir, indeed. 


Pray, where is your haſte love, the day does but dawn, 
Come, take a ſtep with me, juſt over the lawn; 
No longer be cruzl, nor caule thus to bleed 

A heart that you've wounded, that loves you in ed. 


Why, hey-day ! Amintor, what nonſenſe is here, 

I fancy young ſhepherd your head is not clear ; 

Prithee, haſte to your theep, they of you have great 
need, 

For I never thall love you, not I, Sir, indeed. 


Well. ſince that you flight me. Ill &en go my ways 
For I talk to the wind e 'Y word that 1 ay; 
With you Iſec plain, I fh never ſuecged; 
So Dapline, adieu, tho' 1 love you in iced. 

* 


Amiator, have patience, for what T have ſpoke 
Was not true all the while but a piece of a joke, 
On purp ſe totry you; vet fince tis decreey, 

Tha us two mult be one, I do love you Indeed. 


COS AG CAESAR 
ee 
5 5 HE ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 


May morning put it beauties on; 
The warblers ſung in liv'lier rain, 
And ſweeter flaw'rets deck'd the plain, 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's Lreaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, away! 
For this is nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte ; 
The painted mead he inftant raſfs'd, 


And 
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And ſoon the happy cott he gain'd, 

8 Where beauty {lopr, and ſilence reign'd : 
Awake, my fair ! the ſhepherd cries, 
To new—»orn p1:afure ope thine eyes; 


| Arife, my Sylvia ! hail the May, 
| | For this is nature's holiday, 
Forth came the maid, in beauty bright 


As Phoebus in meridian light; 
Entranc'd in rapture, all confeſs'd, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt ; 
Then gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 

Hz: fnarch'd a kits, and heav'd a ſigh; 
A melting ſigh, and ſeem'd to lay, 
Conſider yourh's our holiday. 


Ah, ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for pity's ſake, 

What kifs one ere I'm well awake? 
For this fo early came you here ? 

* And hail you thus the riſing year ? 

| Sweet innocence ! forbear to chice, 

We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply d; 

In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ftray, 

And this thall be love's holiday. 


A crimſon glow warm" o'er her cheek, 
She lo d the things ſhe dar'd not ſpeak ; 
Conſent own'd nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon feiz'd her trembling hand: 
His dancing heart in tranfports play'd, 
To church he led the bluſling maid ; 

| Then bleſod the happy morn of May, 

L And now their life's ail holiday. 


SOD OOO OS SSFOO.OIOSSSSSD 
| SONG CXII. 


EI! fun was fleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia ſilver'd all the plain, 

| When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 

| And fought the laſs he lov'd the belt 


As 
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As tow'rd her cott he jogg'd along, 
Her name was frequent in his ſong; 
But when his errand Dolly knew, 

dhe vow'd, the'd ſomething elie to do. 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 

Than any maid he'd feen before; 

In tender ſighs proteſting, he 

Would conſtant as the turtle be; 

Talk'd much of death, iLou'd the refult, 
And us'd ſuch arts as lovers uſe: 

'Tis fine, ſays Doll, it tis bur true, 

But now, I've ſometlhung clic to do. 


Her pride then C lin thus addreſe d, 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt; 

To her that's kind I'll conitant prove, 
But truſt me Lil ne'er die for love. 
Thy firſt the did his courtihip icorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn 
Dear Colin, I was jeſting too, 

Step in, I's nothing elle to do. 


d οοοσπ OS 00 09M 


SONG CXHE 
Þi:itation to tie CH A CE. 
Ny S. B 0 * A C 2. 
RiclITaTIVE. 
ARK! th: horn calls, away ! 
Come the grave; come the gay; 


"Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies; 
Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe. 


Alx. 
From the »aſt breaks the riorn ; 
Soo the ſun-beams adora 
The will heath, and the mountain ſo high 
Shrilly 


An 


Sti 
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Shrilly ope's the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſtec d ne ighs to the found, 
And the floods, an the valleys reply. 


Our fore-fathers, {5 good, 
! Pr, 4 their greatneſs of blood 
| By enc uin. ing t Par anl the boar ; 
er dy h. alth bl om'dithe face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught w vodlands and foreſts to roar 


Hence of noble deſcent, 
Ils and wii we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reyeul'd , 
10 in lite's buly day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


Wich the chace full in ſight, 

. (Gods, how great the delig! it! 

How our mortal  nſations reine! 
Wiler is care? uhere is fear - 
Like in, winds in the rear, 

1 And the inn. s loſt in ſomething divine, 


Now t» worſe, my brave boys! 

Lo, ca. pants for the joys, 
That ane 1. wh enliven the whole! 

Tuc. ve we'll diimounr, 

1 9565 U and p'calures recount, 
And renc a the ckace over the bowl, 
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SONG CXIV. 


The Fer. of the Farejt. 


DIEU ye: freoams t! at 1montaly glide 
| Throus' 1 mazv w. Ungs ver the plain, 
I'll: In {om Toh icly Cave 1141 » 


| And ever ent ig my * atul ſwain. 
Llower 
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Flower of the foreſt was my love, 
Soft as the ſighing ſunmer's gale ; 

Gentle and conſtant as the dove, 
Blooming as roſes in the vale, 


Alas! by Tweed my love did ſtray, 
For me he ſearch'd the banks around; | 
But ah! the ſad and fatal day, 
My love, the pride of ſwains, was drown'd. 
\ Now droops the willow o'er the ſtream, 
Pale ſtalks his ghoſt in yonder grove, 
Dire fancy paints him in my dream, 
Awake, 1 mourn my hopeleſs love. 


VESSELS SISSSSSS SH ISS 
SONG XCV. 
Tune, Il hat have ye done ve Powers abu. 
AS Nanny but rural maid, 


W And J her only ſwain, 


To tend our flocks in rural mead, 
And on the verdant plain ; 


Oh how Id pipe upon my reed, 
To pleale the lovely maid ! 

Whilſt from all ſenſe of care w'are freed 
Beneath an oaken ſhade. WW 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, | 
And rain ſeems in the ſky ; \ 
Then to our oaken ſafe retreat | 


We'd borh together hie. 


There repeat my vous of love 
Unto the charming fair; 
Whilſt her dear flutt' ring heart ſhou d prove 
Her love like mine, ſincere. 


When 
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When Phabu bright ſinks in the welt 
And flocks are pent in fold, 
Beneath our oaken tree we'll reſt, 
In joys not to be told. 


Then when Aurora's beams ſet frec 
The next enliv'ning day, 

We ll turn our flocks at liberty, 
Then down we'll fit and play. 


g 
* SONG CXVI. 


„ AND: 


- 


A CABSTATA; 


Recirarti\Es. 


Bout the warm f.-afon when farmers 1capcoin 
A feather each citaen claps on lus Focn ; 
With tue chouvphrs of a multer his ſpirit abound, 
And wichour fra he it:ors to the Artuliery Uround 7 
There he fees all the regiment, the colonel and 
captain, 
Red cloaths and big looks ingeniouſly wrap t in. 
Commanders with ag» bent, a very fad thing 
Who {tumble and how ole Kg Pigs in a firing 
And atter an hour is waited, or near, 
To know right from ltc, ind ine fte unt from the rear; 
With abuadaiic? of buſtle they“: j blod together, 
The coole and porter, the betty an hs enther;: 
Some ſtay „ring wich drink, au time hobbling will 
coins, | 
And ſ:rarching their heals as if groping to: horns; 
TIA 


* 
* 
» 
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1, the command r, for nine raats out, 
And then tous addielles ihe Whumnſical 1990. 
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AIX. 


Take notice of what you're about, 
All other thoughts deſjiſe ; 

A ſoldier never thould be out, 
But know his exerciſe. 1 


A man that would acquire fame, 1 
Shou'd much in arms delight; 
To get an everlaſting name, 
He ſhould ſhine forth in fight. 


RECITATIVE. 


This ſaid, then the drummers beat an alarm, 

And throughout the field they cry arm—arm—arm ! 
Then in two parts divided, both father and brother, 
To fight like true Engliſhmen, one againſt t' other; 
Then, thus the command is, to rank and to file, 
With looks fo important, wou'd make a dog ſmile. 1 


AIR. 


Make ready my boys, 
And well ram your powder ; | 

"T will make the more noile, 
And {found much the louder. 


REC1TATIVE. 


The captain then holding his cane up on high, 

Crics fire my lads, and let your wads fly; 

But pops Jown his noddle almoſt to the graſs, 

For fear that a bullet ſhould fly in his his face ; ; 

Or leaſt the ferce flame that admits no reſtraining, | 

Should burn his fine wig, kept on purpoſe for training: 

Thea their drums and their muſquets at once ceale 
to rattle, 2; 

And thus is concluded the bloody loſs battle. 

The light being ended, the power is o'er, 

And the chick now but couniels, who ordcr's before. | 


Alk. 


—_— 
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Al n. 


My lads you've done well, 
In fight you excel, 

And are heroes in wars and alarms ; 
Pray, go home to your wives, 
Thote who've not loſt their lives, 

And revel and baſ in their arms. 

Seer 
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SONG TA. 
By S. Borce x. 


00 long a 4 C14 ly wand” ting youth, 
From fair to furlwovd; 

To ev'ry nymph I vow'd my trut:1, 
Tho all alike I lov'd: 

Yer, when the joy I with'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd  je:t ; 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at lift, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other fools, at female wiles 
'I was my delight to rail; 
Their ſighs, their vows, their rears. their ſale: F, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail; 
Bur, by reflettion”- bright” ning power, 
I fee their worth conteſt ; 
That man cannot enough aloe: ; 
That conſlancy is belt. 


The roving heart at beautv's ſight, 
May glow with fierce dete; 
Yer, tho' poſſeſlion yields delight, 

Ic damps the lawleſs fire; 

Bur love's celeſtial faithful flames, 
Still catch tum breaſt to brealt ; 
While ev'ry home. felt joy proclaims, 

That conſtancy is beſt. 
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No folid blſs from change reſults ; 


No real raptures ftow ; 

Bur fix'd to one the foul exults, 
And taſſe of NeaV' n blow. 

With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
T. rrurh's fiir form im reſt; 

An.l 1eatjon dictate- to mankind, 


4 hat conſtancy is beſt. 

SS SESTTDO SENS RP TL 2S - 

SONG cxvm. 
1 


A New Song, ſung at Ranclagh by Mr. IIu son 
The J. wha by Mr. IIr Ron. 
WAKE, thou blitheſome God of day, 


Invite each ſongſter round; 
Let ev'ry heart be blithe and gay, 
The world with mirth abound. 
Ay Detſy's ſweet, fera; hic charms, 
In raptures now I ling ; 
Soon let her priſon be my arms, 
And Il thy tribute bring. 


Ve regents, who the realms above 
Wich godlike ſweetneſs guard, 

Fair Betly's heart invade with love, 
I {-r faithful ſwain reward. 

If ror, avant, ye Gods divine, 
Contented let me die; 

NIV Beiſv's eyes much brighter ſhin: 
Than all your ſpangled ſky. 
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No longer boaſt your lilies fair, 
Now ruſſet ſeems your ſnow, 

With Betly's ſkin their white compare, 
Where new born roſes grow : 

Your ſun that gilds the realms above above, 
At diſtance heat mult g ve, 

But Betſy's eyes will always prove 
How lweer it is to live. 
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SONG CXIX. 


De BRITISH FAIR. 


Sung by Miſs WrrGuT at Vauxhall. 


Pen meaner Themes diſdaining, 

To the lyriſt's call repair; 

And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare ; 

Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair, 


All the works of Worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art pre; are ; 

Have no pleaſure, life or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the Fair, 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
Bur if you for truth declare; 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 
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SONG _ CAA. 
J, . es. 


USII around the britk glaſs, I proclaim him 
an is, 
That at cares of the world can repine; 
"Twas our ſorrow to drown, and diipel fortune 
frown, 
Thar Jove lent us the juice cf the vine : 
Ie but this in all fees chat t ue friendſkip protects, 
And irradiates the lamp of our clay; 
This the parſons' looks teach, tho' againſt it they 
preach ; 


So regard them who pleaſes, IT fay. 


. 1 % . 
Tis not long ago, ſince a vicar I know, 
Put whole name 'iwere ungodly to tell; 


Round the Lottle and Lowl, ſat with many a good 


ſoul, 
Full of glee, till Jing dong went the bell; 
Then heaving a hick-up, and chair with a kick-up, 
] muſt go or the church will complain; 
But friends, don't think me rude, I iwear by my 
prieſthood, 
Il juſt preach, and be with you again.” 


do the parſon went ſtraight, tho” he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his jernion in mem'ry's large cheſt; 

To the pulpit he 'rofe, tur foon fell in a doze, 
And roar'd, “ Excellent wine I proteſt.” 

The whole congregation, in great conſternation, 
Left the church, wich a ſigh at the caule ; 

But the clerk, more devour, cries, Sir, S:r, they're all 

out, 

© Oh, then fill em again my brave boys!“ 


Thoꝰ in law 'tis deſign'd. Juſtice ſtill ſnou d be blind, 
Yer {he'll peep it ſelf- int'reſt but call; 
And I'm certain you wou'd, with a hog ſhead that's 
good, 
Pribe the council, judge, jury, and all. 
I was 
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I was one of the queſt, on a man gone to reſt, 
And ſaid felo-de-{:, if tis fo; 

Cey d the ſirſt of the jury, and damn d like a fury, 
« Sir, not your fellow, Id have you know!“ 


I once kept a kind miſs, and ſurpriz'd her in blifs, 
With a quaker, a cuckoldy knave; 

Why how now, you falſe punk ! oh, my dear I was 

drunk : 

As ſhe reaſon d ſo well, I forgave. 

If to drink be a fault, by the ſcriptures we're taught, 
For old Noah wou'd tipple they ſay; 

And we gather from hence, that all mortal: of ſenſe, 
Shou'd be ſons of old Noah, huzza ! 


4D 47+ 4D» 4D» 4Dp 4D 4D SSS 
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Tune, Where ſball Celia fly or Shelter, &c. 


EARCH the world, 'tis love and beaut , 
Sways in general all mankind ; 

Ani is merely but a duty, 

By dame Nature's law we find. 
Still we roam in tearch of pleafure, 

Which by nn crite: ions known; 
Each according to his leiſure, 

Makes one particular his own, 


Some love wealth, and ſome the bottle, 
Some to ſigh at boauty's feet; 

Some ro pore ger Ariſtocle, 
Some to lie, and tome to cheat: 

Some are ſtruck with deen devotion, 
Heav'n alone their boſoms fill; 

Some the perils of the ocean, 

Soms the mcad ang puiing rill. 
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Some love peace, and ſome love fighting, 
And tome the glories of the chace ; 

I. in poetry delighting, 
So the tharins of Delia's face. 

Make me happy with that fair one, 
With a bottle and a friend; 

The reſt, who will, may have. I care none, 
Nor what more the fates intend. 
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SONG CXXII. 


THOMAS and SALLY. 


' An additianal Song in TROMAS and SALLY, ſung by 
Mr. BEARD, 


B 212 from many an hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows burſt, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom returns again; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 
Which ne'er from Sally {hall depart. 


After long toil and perils paſt, 

How ſweet ro tread our native ſoil : 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 

And deck our ſweer hearts with the ſpoil, 
q No one to beauty Thou'd pretend, 
- But ſuch as dare it's rights defend. 
6 | No one, CC. 


SONG 
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$ONG cxxIII. 
LIBERTY: 


Sung by Mr. HuoozonN at Ranciagh. 


INCE all the charms on earth combine 
In Chloc's face, in Chl».'s mind, 
Why was I born, ve gois, to foo, 
What robs me of my liberty? 


Until that fatal hap lis day, 

My life was lively, blithe and gay. 
Coun ſpore with ev'ry ny mph, Cut fre, 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Think then, dear Cliloe, e'er too late, 
Thar death muſt be my haplcls face, 
If love, and you do not agrue, 

Jo let me at my liberty. 


Now to tha darkiome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains ot love, 
And envy ev'ry clown Iſce 

Enjoy the ſweet of liberty. 

We'll follow [1,men's happy train, 
And cv'ry idle care diſd un, 

We'll live in ſweet tranquillity, 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 


* 
. 


neee: 
NN AR CO 0, eee 


SONG CXXIV. 


Th ROSE M THIS TL. 
Ta the Tune of the Lilies of France. 
HE Roſe of Old England fo dearly careſs'd, 


His long, by hard utage, been ſorely opprels'd; 
A weed that's pernicious, in ſpite of all care, 
Incumbers the ground cf her garden 19 fair. 
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The Roſe droop'd its head at this upſtart's advance» 
And was forc'd to retire 'imnong the lilies of France; 

Thus abridg'd of its freedom two ſeaſons had run, 

And not on its own ſcil once peep'd at the fun. 


Not a ſhrub in the garden, but moan'd its decline, 
Not a flower-time was, vid fo gloriouſly thine 
And truly, twas thought, from a kind-growing time, 
I would flourith again in irs own native clime. 


That Wilkes in his country had dar'd to appear, 
To each Engliſh boſom gave pleaſure to hear ; 
Bur June prov'd unkind, and 19on blaſted away, 
The flower that fo kindly was folte:'d by May. 


The tawdry White Role, that was always the pride 
Ot thoſe who on Tweed or on | ay's banks reſide, 
Tho! now in its glory, would inſtantly fade, 

If Freedom was ciicriſh'd, and Juftice diſlay'd. 


That Britain's true Friend may bis Liberty boaſt, 
My boys charge your glafles, and each pledge the taaſt; 
May the head of the wild prickly Thiſtle be lopp'd, 
And the Red Roſe for ever efectually propp'd. 


S O NG CMA, 
Sung by Mi, Davis at Vauxhall, 


E T the Nymph ſtill avoid, 
And be deaf ro the ſwain, 
Who in tranſports of paſſion, 
AﬀretSts ro com plain 3 
Who in tranſports, &c. 
For his rage with his love, 
In that frenzy is ſhewn, 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt 
I, ſoon over-blown, 


For his rage, &c, 


'But 


of 
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But the ſnepherd whom Cupid 


Has pierc'd to the heart, ö 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, 
And rejoice in the {mart ; 
| Will ſubmiſſive, &c. f 
Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, | 
His boſom- felt woe, 
Like tie {mooth-gliding current 
Of nvers will flow. 
| Or in plaintive, &c. 


Thought ſilent his tongue, 
He will plead with his eyes, 
2 And his heart own your ſway, 
In a tribute of ſigh-; 
And his hearr, &c. 
But wlien he accoſts you, 
In meaJow or grove, 
. His tale is ſo tender, 
| He cooes like the dove. 
But when he, &c. 
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NE morn in May as Strephon rov'd, 
Contem lating on her he loy'd; 

Sweet Vir-ue deck'd the piotpedt round, 

Each bird ſent forth a phaſant found ;; 

\ While every gale from every bloom, 

Diſtus's a gratetul fine pertume. 


| Ah what 's this beauteous ſcene t2 me, Ft 
Now 19! the youti? i vain I fee | 

Ihe „Hy- wn but, or flow'ry plain, 

| Or hear che warblers tuneful ſtrain; 

Mui U. lia abizor, nought can plcaſe, 

| | Nought give my tortur'd bolom calc 


Where 
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Where ſtrays my love, what happier ſwain 
Can Delia from my from my arms detain ? 
What artful youth, with tales of love, 
Now keeps thee from thy native grove ? 
Come] come my fair one, come away, 


Nor kill me with thy longer ſtay. 


A garland ſweet I'd wove for you, 
With flowers of the ſweeteſt hue ; 

Yet, ah! how ſoon the flowers decay'd, 
Thy preſence wanting lovely maid ; 

So fade my hopes, thou fickle fair, 


For hope is conquer'd by deſpair. 


As thus exclaim'd the jealous youth, 
The nvmjh with real love and truth, 
Who heard behind a buſh the while) 
Advancing, met him with a ſmile ; 
Forgive, that thus your faith I try'd, 
I'm your's for ever, now, ſhe cry'd. 


The youth, ſurpriz'd, with joy clate, 
In raptures bleſt his happy fate; 

Net morn in hymencal bands, 

United were their hearts and hands : 
Friendſhip and love their minds employ, 
And all the village rung with joy. 
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? ** 


Suns at Max YEN: CGARDERCS. 


Y caurious mother, t' other dar, 
Cry'J, Polly, mind me, do! 

Ii young Damon come this way, 
And feat he came to yon. 

You know he's pay, and thought a rake, 
do never welcone make him: 

Thus I git fcolled for his fake — 
Ii tac Euce wou'd takes him, E 


* 
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Tis true, I met him in the grove ; 
He gently graſp'd my hand, 

Then ſigh'd, and talk'd more things of love 
Than I could underftand ; 

And who'd have thought that we were ſeen ? 
But of ſuch tricks I'll break him, 

If he wont tell me what they mean, 

|, The Duce ſure ought to take him. 


I often feel by bofom glow 
With warmth I never knew, 
If this be love that haunts me fo, 
What can a virgin do? 
Indeed, for pipe, tor dance, and ſong, 
'Gainſt ev'ry ſwain I'd ſtake him; 
Bur it he tantalizes long, 
I hope the Duce will take him," 


They ſay from wedlock ſprings delight, 
. Then let him place his mind, 
| I ve no objection to unite 
With one fo fond and kind. 
My mother, tho” too apt to pry, 
To difoblige I'm loth ; 
Howe'er Pl wed, then all her cry 
Will be, Duce take em both. 
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| Sung by Mrs. Vincent «t Marybone Gardens. 
IN CE loft to peace of mind ſerene, 

| I drag my chain in truitlets hope, 

I'll court each melancholy icene, 

| And give my forrows their full ſcope. 


My lovely, ſprightly, gailanc tar, 
Who ſporés with fierce deſtructive war, 
Vor. I. 1 Thick 
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Think what I feel (where'er thou art) 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


Secure thy dancing caſt rides 
Upon the boſom of the deep, 
The ſtormy wind and waves abide, 
And navigation bids thee ſleep, 
Bur balmy Top and downy reſt, 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt 


When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove, 


The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, are winds and waves, 


More dreadful to the love-rofs'd mind 
Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeamen braves, 


Who leaves pale care and grief behind. 
The advent'rous maid, embark'd like me, 


hat fails on ſuch a troubled tea, 
The ocean's rage wou'd gladly meet, 
And in his depths ſeck a retreat. 


Yer, oh! be ſtill, my frantick train, 

Let reaſon whiſper to thy fears ; 

My ſailor may return again, 

Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears. 
When Fame, with all her gaudy charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing arms! 
And one bleſt hour together blend, 

The Lover, Hero, Huſband, Friend. 


F 


By Mrs. Vincent, N Davis, Mr. Raworth, and 


Mr. Taylor. 
Britannia, hall! thou mighty Queen, 


The ſtrenght, the power, the ſeas are thine. 


Long may thy power or juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine. 

To courage ſingly ne'er reſort, 

For virtue is thy only (ſupport ; 

Lis that alone can ſtrength maincain, 

Be yiccucus and for cver reign. 


SONG 
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Taken from the Vicar of WAKkFEritinD, a Tale, in 
two Volumes, 1200. An ingenious per far mance, juſl 
fubiſbed by Dr. OLIVER Gorbsulru. 


URN, gentle hermit of the dale. 
And guide my lonely way, 
* To where yon taper chears the vale, 
* With holyitable ray, 


For here forlora and loft I read, 
Wich fainting ſteps and th v 

Where wilds, imm aturably prea⸗ d, 
* Szem lengihentiag as 1 29, 


* Forbear, my fon,” the hermit cries, 
To tempt the Uangerous 21995 z 
For yonder phantom only fiies 
J lure tice to thy deon, 


Here ta the houſclets child of want, 
My dovr is open (till : 

And tho my portion is but ſcant, 
I give it with god will, 


* Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
* Whare'er my cell beſtows ; 
_ My ruſhy couch, and frugat iare, 
My blefſing, and repolc. 


Na flocks that range the valley frce 
Io fhughter I condemn : 
* Taught by that power that pities me 
I Barn co piry them. 


; M 2 But 


| 
' 
| 


128 The SONGSTER's 


But from the mountain's graſſy fide, 
* A guiltleſs fealt I bring; 

A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
* And water from the ſpring. 


* Then pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
For earth-born cares are wrong: 
Man wants but little here below, 
* Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell: 

The grateful ſtranger l»wly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far ſhelter'd in a glade obſcure. 
The modeſt manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The door juſt opening with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now when worldly crouds retire 
To revels or to reſt, 

The hermir trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt : 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gayly preſt, and fmil'd ; 

And kiIld in legendary lore, 
The lingering hours beguil'd, 


Arounl in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries, 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 
The crackling faggot flies, 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To ſooth the ſtranger's woe; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. - 


His 


| 
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H:'s riſing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
With anſwering care oppreſt : 
And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry'd, 
* The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


© From bettc. habitations ſpurn'd, 

* Reluctant doſt thou rove ; 
Or grieve for triendthip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 


Alas the joys that fortune brings, 
Are trifling and decay; 

And thoſe who prize the paltry things 
* More trifling till than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to fleep ; 

A hade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep ? 


And love is ſtill an emptier found, 
* The haughty fair one's jeſt : 

On earth unſeen, or only teund 
* To warm the turtles's neſt, 


For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex, he ſaid: 

But while he ſpoke a riſing bluth 
The bathful gueſt betray'd, 


He ſees unnumber'd beauties riſe, 
Expanding to the view; 

Like clouds that deck the morning ies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


—— 3 — — — . — 


Her looks, lier lips, her panting breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms: 

The lovely ttranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


And, ah, forgive a ſtranger rude, 
A wretch torlorn,' the cry'd; 

' Waole feet unhallow'd thus intrude, 
Where heay'n and you reſide, 
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« But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
* Whom love has taught to tray ; 
Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
* Companion of her way. 


My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
* A wealthy lord was he; 


* And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
* He bad but only me. 


* To win me from his tender arms, 
* Unnumber'd fuitors came; 

© Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt, or feign'd a flame. 


Each morn the i way manes croud, 
* With richeſt proffers ſtrove : 


Among the reſt young Eiwin bow'd, 
* But never talk'd ot love. 


© In humble ſimpleſt habit clad, 
* No wealth nor power had he ; 
A conſtant heart was all he had, 
But that was all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
The dews of heav'n refin'd, 
Could nought of purity difplay, 

* To emulate his mind. 


The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
* With charms inconſtant ſhine ; 

* Their char us were his, but, woe to me, 
* Their conſtancy was mire. 


F r ſtill I trʒ'd each fickle art, 
* Imporrunate and vain; 

And white his paſſion touch'd my heart, 
* I rrivinph'd wn his pain. 


« Til 
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| Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
Ile left me to my pride; 

And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret where he died. 


© But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ſhall pay; 

I'Il ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn deſpairing hid, 
* I'll lay me down and die: 

IT was fo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will I. 


Thou ſhalt not thus, the hermir cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 

The wandering fair one curn'd to chide, 
Twas Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


f * Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

| * My charmer, turn to ſez ; 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Elwin here, 
| © Reſtor'd to love and tli:e. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
* Andev'ry care reſign: 

And ſhall we never, never part? 
* O thou—my all that's mine. 


* No, never from this hour to part, 

| * We'll live and love ſo true; 

| * The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
| Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 


JOGOS OOO ESSIOSSISSS 
SONG CXXX. 


| From the Virginia Gazette, May 2. 


URE never was picture drawn more to the life, 
| Or affecti nate huſband more fond of his wiſe, 
| Than America copies and loves Britain's ſons, 

| Who, conſcious of freedom, are bold as great guns. 


Hearts 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
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Hearts of oak are we ſtill, for we're ſons of thoſe 
men, 

Who always are ready; ſteady, boys, ſt ady ; 

To fight for their freedom, again and again. 


Tho! we feaſt and grow far on Amer can foil, 

Vet we own ourſelves ſubj c of Britai:;'s fair ifle ; 

And who's fo abſurd to ceny us the name, 

Since true Bricith blood flows in every vein ? 
Hearts of oak, &c. 


Then chear up, my lads, to your country be firm, 

Like kings of the ocean, we'll weather each ſtorm ; 

Integrity calls out; fair Liberty, ſee, 

Waves hr flag o'er our heads, and her words are, 
Be. Free. 


Hearts of oak, &c. 


To King George, as trus ſubjects, we loyal bow down, 
But hcye ve nav call Magna Charta our own : 
Let th ri} of the world tlavith worſhip decree, 
Great- Britain has order'd her ton: to be Free. 
Hearts of oak, &c. 


Poor Eſau his birth-right gave up for a bribe, 
Ame: c+ns ſcorn che mean ſoul-ſelling Tribe : 
Beyon. litę our freedom we chovle to poſſeſs, 
Which, thro! life we'll defend, and abjure a broad 8. 
H-arts of oak are we ſtill, and we're ſons of thoſe 
men, 
Who fear not the ocean, brave roarings of cannon, 
To ſtop all oppreſſion, again and again. 


On our brow while we laurel-crown'd Liberty wear, 
What Engliſhmen ought, we Americans date; 
Though tempeſts and terrors around us we ſee, 
Bribes 2 tears can prevail o'er the hearts that are 
ree. | | 
Hearts of oak are we ſtill, for we're ſons of thoſe 
men, 
Who alvars are ready; ſteady, boys, ſteady; 
To fight for their freedom, again and again, Bs 
i 
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Wich Loyalty, Liberty let us entwine ; 

Our blood ſhall for both flow as free as our wine : 
Let us ſet an example what all men ſhov1l4 be, 

And a tcaft give the world, Here's to thoſe dare be 


Free.” 
H.a:ts of oak, CC. 


$$00p0000525+55$59$0+0 
SONG CXXXI. 


. EXPEDLES-4 DN 


Tune, Hearts of Oak, &c. 


E true Britiſh hearts who your fortunes would 
make 

Rouſe up, and this fair opportunity take. 

Brave Byron more fruitful diſcoveries to make, 

Again means to traverſe the great Southern Lake. 


CHORUS. 


Come puſh off your boats, bid adieu to the ſkore, 
The canvas is ſpreading, 
The hero is leading, 

To countries unknown to Europeans before. 


Our Britiſh Columbus, the brave commadaore, 
Who tail'd round the wide world, and twice made the 
tour, 
Has found out the land wehave long wilh'd to (ce, 
Where gold is a drug, and wants tetching away. 


So ſorely diſtreſs'd as we are now at home, 

Who would not for riches to diſtant parts roam, 
For Nabobs, or Brobdingnags, boys, muſt be made, 
To clear off our debt, if it is e'cr to be paid. 


Then 
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Then boys, haſte away, tis high-time to depart, 
The ſails are unfurling, be valiant e:ch heart; 

At their ſize be not daunted, for if they reſiſt, 
We'11toon let them know they're too big to be miſ d. 


SONG CXXXI.L 


Du the New D ſcavered ISLAND in the South Sea, 


INC E peace throughout Europe now ſeems to 
remain, 
And pure faith from the French, and good friend- 
thip from Spain ; 
In fearch ot good countries our ſhips we'll ſend out, 


And traffic for ingots as they ſail round about. 
Derry down, &c. 


For the Dolphin again her voyage will purſue, 
Wich mounrairs of gol, all before her in view, 
In a land kept by gianrs. ot the race of Titan; 
iz Yet our tars {h-11 alla 'em each man to his man. 
Derry down, &c. 


The ſtout conflict o'er, which would fright co behold, 
Th-ifl nds cur own, with her bow cls of gold: 
About taxes and hunger no mare let us fret, 
For the nation will ſoon be thus zuite out of debt. 
Derry down, &c. 


In braſ let Americans, if they think fir, 
Erect a fine ttacue to the great Mr Pitt: 
In gold that of Byron in Britain hall tand, 
Who ditcoyer'd the fight of this wonderful land. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG 


* 
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Sung by Mr. RawokTH at Marybone Gardens. 


The Mufs. by Mr. Sv o, junior. 


HE Uirc that hear> her neſtlings cry, 


And flies abroad for food, 
Recurns impatient chro' che ſky, 
To uri the callow brood. 
The tender nter knows no joy, 
But bodes a tu uland harms, 
And 1-ckens for the dat hug boy, 
V/ oe ablent from her atms. 


Such fondneſs, wich i npati-:ce join'd, 
N tarlitit tom res; 

Nov for” „ leaye y Fur behind, 
The qu ei Of iy deli es. 

The pW ', 
Al! til ire vain; 

Toib:w hv ardently I love, 

Or to rei e my pain. 


Th. (aint v ch fervent zeal infpir'd, 
: heav'n and joys divine; 

Ti io 15 not with rap tir fir'd 

Rove pure, more war „ tam mine. 
Te“ «harluerty I da +, 

Leere impious to fey nue, 

Conve, my hagings „ tair, 

31> {11d efs I adore 


of verie too languid prove, 


2 8 %%% 


SONG CXXXIV. 
Sung at Sadle Wells. 


HIS is to give notic, day at our wake, g 
Eich ſweet-hearti tlie {port to partake, 


A lovely young lals is tl. „e of his Iabours, 


Who la ves his own head, and breaks thoſe of his 


neishoours. 1 


Sing tantarara, rare ſport. 


It's 
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It's uncommon to cudgel, indeed, for a wife, 
For when moſt men are wed, they are cudgelld 
for life ; 
Tho'they keep the beſt guard, nay, in fighting excel, 
vet wives when they pleaſe, can make huſband's 
head ſwell, 
Siog tantarara, &c, 


When females are ſcolding, we know their intent is 
To brow-beat poor ſpouſe, till he's ror compos 
mentis ; 
But in this cur day's ſport, be it known, we enact, 
The man here can't be marry'd whoſe ſkull can 
be crackt. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


Make ready, ye ruſtics, yourſelves ſignalize, 
Behold there the weapons, and here fee the prize, 
Remember one thing, when you're ready to ſtart, 
Each head that is broke, is a ſtep to her heart. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


FCC 
SONG CXXXV. 


A favourite Song in the Oratoria of Judith. 
Sung by Miſs BXEN T. Set by Dr. Arne, 


AIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour; 
Born j.iſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor lets weak. leſs vain than it, 
Is the pride cf human wit; 


The thadow of a thade. 
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5 8 ON G CXXXVI. 


ennie. 
Tune, the tic Fir-. 
N vain do Posts ſtrive to ling, 
The Hero, Patriot, and King, 

That bleſs Great Britain's ille; 
The taſk's too great for any one 
Except a Homer, or Rlilton, 

They want both words aud ſtile, 


Ilark! how the drums and trumpets Hun!, 

While Engliſhmen are bravely crown'd 
Wirth laurels every where; 

While meagre frighted Frenchman run, 

From thund'ring roaring Engliln gun, 
To hun death and deſpair. 


* 


— 24 .. 


" 42 


_ TT 


See crowds of volunteers cach day, 
Who ling to Granby haſte away, 
Our hoaours to maintain; 
Convince monſicurs that we are free, 
In Church, in State, and Liberty, 
Lords of the land and main. 


But who comes here, that wears the leek, 
Methinks a \Velchman, let hur ſpeak: 
Old Bricain, what do ye Hax. 


Tun?, Tbe H of m”" Father. 
Why, hur name it is Taify, and look ye here now, 
Hur has left hur own wiie, hur ton, and hut cow; 
And hur with hur may never go ho net hur loul”, 
But will make the French dog it ſolmall as a module: 


Yes, Taffy will fight, cot ſ. lutter kur nus, 

For hur king and hur country, 
of Wales, 

And Siwney will help hur whoſe heart will not fail 

To fight with brauc iword lo long as a flail. 


Ver. . N A 


and nur own Prince 


by 
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A Welch man will ne'er ſtay at home at hur caſe, 
While Frenchmen do rop hur of hur bread and 


theeſe, | 


For Skenkin ap Morgan, and David ap Jones, 
Were never yet fearful of breaking their bones. 


Tune, Over the Hils and far away. 


Broothers what are ye aboor, 

What the de'el makes all this rout 

(Yer the ſeas, and o'er lands, 

Chear up, my lads, give mc your hands ; 
In me you ſal a broother tind, 

D-'el damn me e'er ] lag behind, 

My broad ſword ſhall give them la', 
Over the hills and far awa,” 


When we mecet Frenchmen face to face, 
Tha' run awa', we give them chaſe, 

Who purſue, them like the lad, 

That wear the bonnets, ſwords, and plaids ; 
Tull or empty, drunk or dry, 

In vallies low, or mountains high, 

In ſummer's heat, in froſt and ſna', 

We alwa's gar them run awa'. 


Then gres a cogue, and let's all ſing, 

Our ſoldiers, ſailors, and our king, 

And Teague bears a chorus, whonever did fail 
To fight for old Ireland, ſing grand new wale. 


To its onun Tune. 


King George wears my harp and crown on his ſhield, 
I'm the firſt in the battle, an] laſt in the field ; 
And Frenchmen {wear nothing can fright a brigade, 
So much as the face of a true honeſt Teague, 


T value no Sackville, no ſhitfack, or louſe, 

Who ſtrove to break open my mother's old houſe ; 
For Minden has prov* him a rogue to his face, 
Niukaak Mall a Mallek is now in diſgrace. 


Then fearch all Europe from end to end, 
Tuerc's nunc more faithful to king and to 1 7 
Than 


OY « — — 
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Than honeſt poor Teague, who ne'er will betray 
His king and his councry, by night or by day. 


Then rake a good drink, and join all four, 

We'll beat all the French were the ten times more, 
And make them cry morbleu to their thaine, 

Or tella la le lew, and that's all the tame. 


SDS DISD EI SS SST DISD 
SONG CXXXVII. 
ODE. To SUMMER. S. % Ar. Bacu. 


Sung at Nau xlall. 


CHORVUS. 
OUND the merry pipe and drum, 
Hirher nymphs and thepherd's come.— 

Summer {miles ia rich array, 
All is happy, all is gay; 
As the chearful ſun goes down, 
Let ſweet mirth your lIabours crown : 
Sound the merry pipe and druin, 
Hithec nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


AIR. .. Weichſcil. 
See, ſee around from er'ry place, 
What charms the verdant valiies grace; 
While fleecy ilbeks in confort rove, 
And bleat their render tales of love. 


CUQORU-S 


Sound the merry pipe an4 drum, 
Hicher nymphs and the, berds come. 


AI R. I., Vernon. 


Here roſy Mirth and Bacchus gay. 
Artend your ſmiling joys to crown, 
While Moderation leads the w ay; 
. Such revelry to few is known. 
N 2 CHORUS. 


Ol 
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CHORUS. 


Sound the mery pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


AIR. M., Wright. 
The joys we taſte to few are known, 
Content and health our labours crown ; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each we truly love. 


CHORUS. 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and thepherds come. 


A I R. Mi Brent. 


Her melting Muſic, love inſpires, 
Her Peace rewards the mid-day toll ; 
Bur far from hence are looſe deſires, 
Here Innocence and Virtue tmile. 


FULL CHORUS 


Cound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
Summer tiniles in rich array, 

All is happy, all ie gay; 

As the chcarful fun goes down, 

Lec ſwoet mirth your labours crown : 
Sound the merry pipe ard drum, 

i iitacr ny mphs and thepherds come. 


SR OE 7. f N. K IE RI TRI RIG 


SONG CXXXVIII. 


A 


The Adventures of the BOOT. 


Boot came from Scotland of mickle renown, 

Andderermin'd to travel to fair Lond in tow! , 

But to come empty handed it wiſely did clule, 

1 hat it much might take back, or little might 1 N 
1 
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Wich the length of the way, and the duſt of the road, 
It u cated, it panted , it puff d, and it blow'd ; 

Till with ſweating, and panting, and puſting, and 
| {welling, 

It grew much too big ſor a moderate dwelling. 


| 


An accident happen'd uncommonly droll, 

In attempting to climb up, it fell ina h le; 

But ſtil] more amazing you'll find it, and funny, 

When you're told in this hole it found tore of 
money. 


Then it ſtudy'd its book, and ſucceeded ſo well, 
That it learn'd theſe four letters, E- A—R and L. 
Aud if ſtories againſt the flat truth do not jar, 

It ſtole a blue ribband, and found a tight (tar. 


» |. Bur growing quite heedleſs, and vain of its wit, 
| It fell moſt unluckily into a Pitt; 

And tho? it got out, yet its fame bore a ſlur, 
Tor in leaping the Pitt, it alas! loſt its ſpur. 
This ſpur had long terrify'd all it came near, 


| And made Engliſh horſes bear vurdens thro' fear; 


But now it is 1't, as a pike- ſtaff lain, 
The Door they'il deſpiſe, and their F:22{on regain. 


ena CEDOSST 
| SONG CXXXiX. | 


O D E. ToPrrasras. Sir by Mr. Bac. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
CHORUS. 

ILVER vetted bright and gay, 
Pleature, keeps her holy-Gda, . 
AIR, ///, Wright. 
Smiling Mirth, an! rufy Joy, 
Youthtyl Love, appeariig coy, 
MN 3 1 Aud 


| 
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Join'd with Frolick indiſcreer, 
Form her train, with dancing feet. 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Ny mplis and ſwains to ſweer delights. 


AIR. A.. Weichlcll. 


See in yonder roſy bow'rs, 
Half reclin'd in beds of flow'rs, 
Such a nymph as might inſpire, 


Hoary age with ſoft deſire. 


CHORUS, 


Hark ! "tis Pleaſure's voice invites 


Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 


AIR. Ni, Brent. 


Round the table bold and free, 
View the Topers full of glee; 
Feit end laughter there abound, 
Now the n.erry glals goes 10und, 


CHORUS: 


Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice inites 
N ymphs and twains to ſweet delights. 


AIR. Mr. Vernon. 


See the bamper ſprrkling bright, 


Urges on the {weer delight, 
N onecan fure ſuch joys refrain, 
Which give mirth and cure each pain. 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! tis Pic aſure's voice invites 
Nympas and {wains to tweet delights. 


SONG 


— — x - 
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*SON G CXL. 


| On the Death of the faceticus Mr, IIA RRV THowarp, 


E bucks and ye jemmies, ſo prim and ſo near, 

Who ruffle and ſmuggle cach girl that you meer, 
Leave fooling a while, if the taſk's not roo hard, 
And mourn the deceaſe of a humorous bard. 


I mean Harry Howard, that good jovial foul, 

Who made us all meriy o er bottle and bowl; . 
Bur alas! cruel death, who fpares none upon earth, 
Has ſeiz d on his ſongs, and arreſted his mirth. 


Ye Nine, whoſe harmonious vot'ry he liv'd, 

Wich tears wet his grave, and ſhew yourſelves griey'd, 
Sing an elegy round it, and cy prus beſtrew, 

His head crown with lawrel and funeral yeugh. 


Ons 
SONG CXLI. 
The $.'1 $ T- ERS 


A BALTA D.: 


Sung by Mr, Vernon, S. by Mr. Yates. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Arabella, mamma's care, 
And 1ipe to be a brite ; 
Had charms a monarch might enfnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride. 
An! ſtill to blaſt that happinets, 
Her pride each Iver cool'd ; 
\ The number ot her flaves was lets, 


Aud lets the tyrant rul'd. 
| Her 


— *— * 
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Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſ.'d 
With beauty's potent ſpell, 

The virtues of the mind poſleſs'd, 
And bore away the bell; 


Knights, carls, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 


Around the maiden fler; 
They preſo'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men are apt to do, 


Fond Celadon addreſt the Fair, 
Reſoly'd no time ro lole ; 

A youth with tuch a ſhape and air, 
Whar female could refule : 

Like all the 1eſt, he own'd his flame, 
His artleis flame alone, 


The bluſhing maid confeſs'd the fame, 


The prieſt toon made them one. 


Poor Arabella, ve xd ro find 
Her ſiſter made a wife; 

Pretends t' rail at all mankind, 
And praite a ſingle hte. 

Ye virgins, Charlotte's plan j urſuc, 
Shun Arab.lla* fare; 

Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Befote it is too late. 


HD Desen 


on eL. 


The MIGHTY TOPER. 


F he ocean was cl.r-t, 
And rivers Cha paigns, 
We Tepers wor : drin them, 

A.. d thoruughy Grain, 


Al- 


_ 
- 


— 


MASAZIN . 145 


All lands we'd unite 
By guzzling the ſea; 
Ships, bridges, and boats 
Then uſeleſs wou'd be. 


To Holland and Germany, 
Flanders, and France, 

We'd trip over dry ſhod, 
And back again dance. 


When ſeas, rivers, ponds 
We had fairly drank up, 
We'd pray to the {ods 
To repleniſh the cup, 


In hail to ſend claret, 
And Litbon in rain, 
In dew-drops ;\ldeira, 
In ſnow light Champaigne. 


DEAVEEPT TEC II BIND 


* SONG CXLIII. 


Tune, Stand around my bre v2 Bays, 
OME each jolly foul 


Who loves a full bout, 
And torevel and roar time aways 


 Wirh good hquor in view, 


Old care we'll purſue, 
And always be happy and gay. 


Let each dull priggiſh parſon 
Still carry the farce on, 
A. 4 vreach up that drinking's a ſia ! 


Let hiin ſtick to his text, 


J thali not be vext, 
But heed not his prating a pin. 


Let 


* 


1 
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Let the d cor look big, 

With his Dalmahoy wig, 
Ot temperance taik very grave ; | 

Each pill and each flop, | 

He may keep in his map, | 
For none of his potions I'll have. 


- — — WW 2 ˙— . U . --= . —_ 


Let the grave plodding cir, 7 io 
Who hates wine and wir, 
Mind his counter or buſineſs at home; | 


To the hoglhead or tun 
Alternate we'll run, 
Like Topers we'll ramble and roam. 


Let patriots prate, 

How they help the ſtate, | 
Lo k wona'rous formal and wiſe ; 

By the power of drinking, I | * 

Without any thinking, | 
We do more, for we help the exciſe. | 


SONG CXLIV. 


Sung ly Mr. RAwoRTH at Marybone Gardens, 3 
The Words by J Fitts. The Muſic by J. Colter, jun. | 


Buſv, humble bee am], 
Thar range the garden ſunny ;. 

From flow'r to flaw'r I changing fly, 

And ev'ry flow'rs my honey. 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, _" 

A while my rich jonguil is, 
Till cloy'd with fipping nectar there, 

I ſhift co roſy Puillis, 


Bur Phillis's ſweet op'ning breaſt 
Remains not long my ſtation, 

Fer Kitty muſt be now addreſt, | 
My ſpicy-breath'd carnation, 


, 
Yet 
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Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs In rover, 

| And all in turn my love receive 

The gay wide garden over. 


Variety that knows no bound 
My roving fancy edges, 

7 1e An41 oft with Flora am I found 
In dalliance under hedges. 

| For as I am an arrant bee, 


Who range cach bark that's ſunny ; 
Both fields and girdens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flow'rs my honey: 


„ Aenne 
| *SONG cxlx. 


* The SIMILE LOVER. 


II! curſe this cruel love, 
It ni.kes me | ke a ht, 
| And her I call my : ore, 
Is like—<I don't know what 


| She's arrful 1s a fox, 
And like a jackall fly, 
She's heavy as an ox, 
And chatters like a pye. 


Bright as the ſun at noon, 
Her lovely nol: does ſhine ; 

Her eyes dull as the moon, 
Her mouth a+ wide as mine. 


* 


IIir teeth as jet are black, 
ler lips as milk are white, 


Like a camel in the back, 
A wond'rous lovely fight, 


f Mer 
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Her hair for horſe-hair paſles, 


Her ſkin is like a nut, 
Her ears are longas aſles, 
Her hands are black a» ſoot. 


H+r mother was a cinder wench, 
Her father was a weaver ; 

She's charming as a phy ſic drench, 
T love her like a fever. 


SSDSSSISISEGOPHDOSSSDSS 
* SON GG CXLVI. 


HUMAN BONDAGE. 


AY not mankind is free from flav'ry, 
8 Bondage holus the human mind, 
The poor in rags, the rich in brav'ty, 

Are alike by taſte confin'd. 


Toevery winding guſt of paſſion, 

By our weaknels ſtill berray'd ; 
Whim, caprice, and inclination, 

Are by turns our conquerors made. 


Love triumphant reigns deſpotic. 
Oh how hard to break its chain; 
Anger brutal, fierce, and Cothic, 
dtern revenge, and preud diſdain. 


Luft, like a tempeſt, o' erthrows reaton, 

. Diircgarding lighs or tears; 

Ambition led by bleed and treaſon, 
Dreads no ſutferings, knows no fears 


In tumultuous ſtrife abiding, 
Lives the vailals human frame, 


Paſſion but with death abiding, 
Give oblivion, vr give fame. 
SONG 


